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INTRODUCTION 


The Life 

The Risdlo is alarge collection of Sindhilyrical poetry bythe 
eighteenth-century Sufi poet Shah Abdul Latif (1689-1752) 
of Bhit, near Hyderabad inmodern-day Pakistan.? It is one of 
the greatest works of Sufi poetry in a South Asian language, 
and is universally acknowledged to be the greatest classic 
of Sindhi literature in both Sindh itself and other parts of 
Pakistan, and among the Sindhi émigré population in India 
and the wider diaspora. 

The Sindhi word 25۸۵/۵ is the title always given to Shah 
Latif’s collected poetry. It derives from the Arabic risala 
“treatise” (typically one written on an Islamic topic, often 
in prose), which is itself cognate with the word rasil “apos- 
tle” used as a title of the prophet Muhammad. The common 
loose translation of Risãlo as “the Message” thus conveys an 
appropriate sense of the poetry’s uniquely inspired charac- 
ter. It employs the full resources of the Sindhi language to 
presenta uniquely vivid and varied expression of the central 
Sufiunderstanding of the created world as a direct manifes- 
tation of the divine, and of love as the all-powerful force that 
connects God with his creatures. 

Shah Latif belonged to one of the many lineages of heredi- 
tary Sufi saints long established in the countryside of Sindh, 
where they have always enjoyed great prestige and power 
as pirs or holy men with a special spiritual authority. The 
honorific title Shah indicates his status as a Sayyid claiming 
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direct descent from the prophet Muhammad. The largely 
hagiographic accounts of his life are of the usual limited use 
in constructing a fully detailed biography. It appears that 
unlike many of the pirs of Sindh or leading Sufis in other 
parts of South Asia, he was not formally affiliated in a chain 
of spiritual descent to any of the great Sufi orders. He is 
therefore generally classed as an Uvaisi Sufi, the term given 
tothose whose spiritual initiation comes directly from divine 
inspiration without any saintly human intermediary. 

It would however be misleading to see his poetry as the 
entirely original productof an unlettered genius. Shah Latif 
was a member of the rural elite who were trained in the 
Islamic sciences as transmitted through Arabicand Persian, 
the standard languages of education, and who themselves 
often wrote in these languages rather than in their native 
Sindhi. Other early Sindhi poet saints from a similar back- 
ground include his great-great-grandfather Shah Abdul 
Karim (d. 1623) of Bulri in southern Sindh, who had been a 
noted spiritual teacher in his own right and who composed 
pioneering Sufipoemsin Sindhi.? These were recorded soon 
after his death in a lengthy Persian memoir composed by a 
disciple, and are known to have been treasured by Shah Latif. 
He is also known to have been in contact with another pir 
nearer to his own time, his older contemporary Shah Inat 
Rizvi (d. 1711) of Nasarpur, who was the author of a longer 
collection of Sindhi poetry,? strikingly similar in scope to 
the far more famous 725۵0۰ Even before his time, therefore, 
there wasalready an established culture in Sindh of vernacu- 
lar Sufi poetry, although this tends to be overshadowed by 
Shah Latif’s unique reputation in the literary histories.* 
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The wide-ranging references in the Risdlo to many differ- 
ent locations in and around Sindh support the claim that 
Shah Latif traveled extensively as a young man. Like those 
ofso many religious teachers in premodern South Asia, Shah 
Latif’s verses were first extemporized orally in speech or 
song, then unsystematically recorded in writing by disciples. 
The Risalo therefore emerged gradually from various collec- 
tions of the verses Shah Latif had produced on many differ- 
ent occasions during the several decades of his lifetime. 

Shah Latif’s growing reputation came to attract an increas- 
ing number of disciples, and he later settled in the desert 
near Hyderabad in lower Sindh at Bhit, a place now known 
in his honor as Bhitshah (“Shah’s Dune”). This is the site of 
the magnificent tomb constructed in his honor by the local 
ruler Ghulam Shah Kalhoro, where the date of his death is 
recordedas 14 Safar A.H. 1166 (1752C.E.). Although heleft no 
male issue to assume responsibility for the Bhitshah shrine, 
his disciples ensured that it became the center of his cult, 
including the elaborate tradition of musical performance of 
his poetry that he himself had devised, and the large collec- 
tion of poetry by Shah Latif and others that was carefully 
assembled in the historic manuscript known as the Ganj, 
dated A.H. 1207 (1792 C.E.). 


The Context 
Sufi poetry is hardly to be properly appreciated without 
wider reference to the larger religious and literary tradi- 
tions by which it is so intimately informed. In spite of the 
universalizing spiritual tonethat is suchan attractive feature 
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of much Sufi poetry, not least in the magnificent case of the 
Ris&lo, this first means understanding that Sufismin Indiais 
no exception tothe generalrule that Sufism isand always has 
beenan integral partof Islam. Although the Sufis’ emphasis 
on the primacy of a spiritual understanding distinguished 
themfromthe legalistic constructions of theorthodoxschol- 
ars, they equally found their core inspirationin the message 
of the Qur’an and the example of the prophet Muhammad 
as recorded in the Traditions known as Hadith. 

Since Islam is one of the defining cases of a religion of 
the book, the various traditions derived from the Qur’an 
within Islam have each generated their own extensive bodies 
of literature. By the ninth and tenth centuries, Sufis were 
already well established in Baghdad and other cities of the 
Middle East. These early Sufis, like the famous martyr 
Mansur al-Hallaj (d. 922), naturally used Arabic as the 
medium for their poetry and their prose treatises. Somewhat 
later, when various Muslim kingdoms established an inde- 
pendent existence in Iran and Afghanistan, Persian came to 
be cultivated in its own right as a literary language written 
inthe Arabicscriptand containing large numbers of Arabic 
loanwords. This soon supplanted Arabic, especially as the 
preferred medium for a vast poetic literature. The prime 
genre for this poetry was the ghazal, a short love lyric with a 
strongly marked single rhyme whose characteristic blending 
of divine and human love was endlessly explored by many 
ingenious poets over the succeeding centuries. Persian was 
also used to spectacular spiritual as well as literary effect 
by many Sufi poets, of whom the greatest was Jalal ud Din 
Rumi (d. 1273), the author of a huge collection of ghazals 
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as well as the Masnavi. The latter is a long didactic poem 
generally regarded as the supreme masterwork of Persian 
Sufi literature and sometimes called “the Qur’an in the 
Persianlanguage.” It isknown to have beena primary source 
of inspiration for Shah Latif. 

The Muslim conquests of northern India extended this 
Persianate cultural worldto Sindh, where Persian remained 
the dominant literary language of the Muslim elite down to 
the Mughal period and beyond.’ Asin other regions of South 
Asia, a strong Sufi presence was rapidly established across 
Sindh withthe arrival of charismatic figures often associated 
with one or another of the main Sufi orders, like the Suhra- 
vardis and Qadiris.® Besides in the transmission of spiritual 
teaching within the circle of disciples formed around a pir, 
the Sufi message was also transmitted to a wider audience 
through poetry sung bymusiciansattached to the Suf shrines 
constructed around the tombs of former saints, which were 
typically administered by their living descendants. 

Despite the disapproval of music in the clerical Islam 
upheld by the mullahs and gazis, the singing of mystical 
lyrics gained popularity with the increasing use of local 
languages for poetry, which accompanied the decline of 
Mughalauthority during the eighteenth century. Whileuse 
ofthevernacular bySufipoetslike Shah Latifandhis Panjabi 
contemporary Bullhe Shah (d. 1758) has certainly helpedto 
ensure their continuing popularity across religious bound- 
aries and modern national frontiers today, it should also be 
remembered that their activity took place within a literary 
culture formally dominated by Persian, the language used 
in all the early prose accounts of Shah Latif’s life. 
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Only with the British conquest of Sindh in 1843 did the 
literary culture of the Sufi tradition come to be overlaid by 
the new patterns of modernity. Persian was quite rapidly 
replaced as the language of education, administration, and 
elite literature by English and by Sindhi, whose develop- 
mentwas actively encouraged by the colonial authorities in 
Bombay.’ As a classic thathad always appealed ۲0 66105 
of the Sindhi population,’° the Risa@lo was pressed into 
service to provide set texts for the examinations prescribed 
by the new educationsyllabus. As elsewhere in India, it was 
the Sindhi Hindus who were first drawn to participate most 
actively inthe colonialsystem, and much of the new second- 
ary literature in English or Sindhi prose on Shah Latif’s life 
and poetry was the work of Hindu scholars." 

Thissituation continued until after independence in 1947, 
when the mass emigration of the Hindu population from 
Pakistan to India took place. Since then, studies by Indian 
scholars of Sindhi literature in general and of Shah Latif in 
particular have continued to occupy a prominent 2 
These naturally tend to view Shah Latif as one of the many 
great premodern poet saints who helped to construct the 
national identity of modernIndia, and to detect the particu- 
lar inspiration of the Vedanta in his exposition of univer- 
sal spiritual truths. The very large literature on Shah Latif 
that has been produced in Pakistan has been mostly writ- 
ten in Sindhi or in Urdu, and so has had rather less impact 
on international understanding. Many interpretations are 
naturally tied to local preoccupations, as when Shah Latif is 
too narrowly seen as an authentic spokesman of the Sindhi 
folk tradition or as an advocate of Sindhi nationalism. 
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A necessary corrective to the Indian scholarship is provided 
bythecommonemphasis upon the Islamic character of Shah 
Latif’s poetry. In English, this has been cogently argued by 
Schimmel, whose work remains an essentialintroduction to 
Shah Latif and his 745 


The Poetry: Form 

Like so many collections of premodern Indian religious 
poetry, the Risalo is a set of lyrics primarily designed 
for musical performance. Most of these lyrics are in the 
traditional Sindhi form, which is commonly known by the 
Arabic word bait (“verse,” plural aby@t). In earlier examples 
of Sindhi Sufi poetry, the bait is generally identical with 
the dohda, the premier short verse form of so much north 
Indian poetry. This is arhymed couplet in which each line 
is divided into unequal halves by a strong caesura, with a 
longer first half-line consisting of thirteen metrical instants 
ending with the unrhymed syllabic pattern ~~~ (long + short 
+ long), followed bya shorter second half-line of 11 metrical 
instants ending with the pattern 7 ” (long + short), which 
carries the final rhyme. The basic format may be illustrated 
by a bait composed by Shah Latif’s ancestor Shah Abdul 
Karim: 


hiyo dije habiba khe, lina gadijaniloka 
khadiyün aen kharotiin, i puni sagara thoka 


Give your heart to the beloved, let your limbs 
mingle with the people. Hermits’ cells and 
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local mosques—these are both resources to be 
treasured. '5 


Instead of this familiar two-line format, however, the bait as 
developed by Shah Latif more usually contains three or more 
lines, inwhichthe order of one or more of the half-lines may 
be reversed, with the rhyme coming in the middle as in the 
Hindisoratha.'® The meter is fairly free, with a strict syllabic 
countnotalwaysbeing maintained, but the poetic structure 
of the half-lines is tightened by Shah Abdul Latif’s system- 
atic use of strongly marked alliteration in each half-line. 
Allthese features are illustrated inthe following bait, whose 
threelineshavethe very commonsyllabicpattern13 + 11,13 + 
11, 11 + 13. The rhyme is marked by the use of small capitals: 


aju panu uttara para de, kûra kakkara RESA 
172172212 vassana āiyūn, kare 24 
pirin je paridESA, min khe minhan meriä 


Today clouds hang in the north like long black hair. To 
signal the rain, flashes of lightning have come like 
brides dressed in scarlet clothes. My beloved is far 
away, but the rain has brought me close to him. 


Whilethe halves ofeachline aretightly structured, the over- 
all format of the baitas created by Shah Latif is quite free in 
the number of lines. It incorporates Arabic quotations that 
seldom conform exactly to the meter. The poet’s signature is 
typically tied intothe verse with alliteration, as in the follow- 
ing longer example: 
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naka ‘kun fa-yaktnw’ hui, naka murata mAHA 
naka sudha savaba ji, nako Sharazu gunAHA 
hekûai heka hui, vahdaniyat DAHA 

likhiain latifu cae, uti ğujhandara ZAHA 


There was no Beand it was, the moon had not yet been 
formed. There was no awareness of virtue, there 
was no connection with sin. There was oneness 
alone, there was nothing but divine unity. There, 
says Latif, she understood a complex mystery. 
Beloved, with my eyes and my heart I have 
recognized you. 


Besides these densely expressed abyat, Shah Latif also used 
the more relaxed format of the vai, a close relative ofthe ka/2, 
the prime genre of Sufi poetry in Panjabi.” The vai consists 
of a varying number of monorhymedsingleverses, preceded 
by a refrain repeated after each verse. The form is illustrated 
in the following example, where small capitals distinguish 
the rhyme and the refrain appears ه1‎ 16 


thindo tana tabiBu, dûrin munhinje darda jo 
buki dindumi bajha ji, ace shala ‘ajiBu 

pirin ace pana kayo, sando ghauru ghariBa 
dukhando sabhoi dūri kayo, manjhin tana tabIBU 
adiyun abdu'l-latifu cae, hatiku ahi habIBU 


The beloved will be my body’s doctor, and the cure for 
my pain. 
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He will give me a dose of his mercy. Oh, may the 
beloved come. 

[The beloved will be my body’s doctor, and the cure 
for my pain.] 

The beloved has come himself to take care of this poor 
patient. 

[The beloved will be my body’s doctor, and the cure 
for my pain.] 

The doctor has removed all pain from my body. 

[The beloved will be my body’s doctor, and the cure 
for my pain.] 

Oh sisters, says Abdul Latif, the beloved is a skilled 
physician. 

[The beloved will be my body’s doctor, and the cure 
for my pain.] 


In the traditional manner of performance called Shaha jo 
ragu (“Shah’s music”), as practiced by the hereditary musi- 
cians attached tothe Bhitshah shrine, asequence of themati- 
cally linked abyat is recited in a distinctively ecstatic style 
by alternating male soloists before closure is marked by the 
calmer ensemble presentation of a 9 


The Poetry: Matter 
The Risalo as a whole represents an ambitious recasting 
of the language of mystical love, long developed with such 
intricate sophistication in Persian Sufi poetry. While using 
some familiar Persian tropes, it draws upon a wide-ranging 
set of interlocking references to the scenery, society, and 
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legends of Sindh to create a whole new imaginative world. 
Since it can be quite difficult to grasp parts of this world 
without having some idea of the whole, it is useful to begin 
with anoverall summary of the contentsof each of the musi- 
cal modes called sur into which the verses of the Risãlo are 
grouped, in this book presented as numbered chapters.?° 

The first three surs are collections of verses setting forth 
Sufi teachings, both directly and through images drawn 
from Persian and local poetry. Kalyan (1) begins with a 
direct evocation of the oneness of the divine and praise of 
the special status of those who practice the mystical path 
to realize this: 


Whoever says with faith He is one and has no equalhas 
accepted Muhammad, the cause of creation, with 
their heart and tongue. Exalted through following 
the divine command, they are never led astray toa 
false destination. 


The later verses of the sur use the familiar imagery of the 
ghazaltocelebrate thecruelsuffering inflicted bythe beloved 
on all who truly seek him. Further images are developed 
in the lengthy Yaman Kalyan (2), where the divine beloved 
appears first as a doctor, then as a blacksmith, while his 
lovers are described in the familiar Persian image of drink- 
ers inatavern. The core teaching of Sufism isexplained with 
an explicit reference to the authority of Rumi: 


The multiplicity of creation is in search of God, and its 
origin is his beauty—this is what Rumisaid. If you 
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remove the veil from your heart, you will behold 
him within. 


Asa (3) speaks of the discipline required to behold the beauty 
of the divine, whose primary requirement is to practice the 
rigorous inner discipline that curbs the distracting impulses 
of the lower self. 

A series of local images furnishes the material of the less 
closely linked surs that follow. Khambhat (4) begins with a 
celebration of how the divine beloved’s beauty eclipses that 
of the moon, before switching to an expression of desire to 
be taken toseehim. 1] it isto get him there, the poet’s camel, 
as elsewhere a symbol of the lower self, needs strict disci- 
pline to abandon the attractions of grazing where it will. 
The setting shifts from the desert to the ocean in the next 
two surs. These use the long-distance sea voyages annually 
undertaken by the Hindu traders of Sindh to locations like 
Aden, Gujarat, or Lanka as symbols of a mystical quest for 
the treasure of union with the beloved. In Sirirag (5), the 
voyager 15 urged to observe continual vigilance to overcome 
the dangers of the journey, while in Samundi(6) the focus is 
upon the pain of separation suffered by the wives left behind 
while their husbands are absent on business: 


He has sailed away and left me completely abandoned. 
Ages have passed, but no one has returned. Oh 
wretched girl, the pain caused by the one who has 
departed will kill you. 
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For many, the emotional heart of the 7252/0 is to be found in 
the following surs, whichdealin different wayswith heroines 
of local romantic legends.?! These stories are loosely set in 
the pre-Mughal period when Sindh was ruled bythe Muslim 
Rajput dynasties of Sumiros and Samos, but they are not 
related in detail. The emphasis is on the figure of the hero- 
ine, either as the object of poetic description or as a female 
persona for the poet to speak through in accordance with 
the usual convention of Indian lyricpoetry. The long Suhini 
(7) is based upon a Sindhi story centered on the river Indus. 
Suhini, who has been married off to another man, uses an 
earthen pot as a float to help her across the river for secret 
assignations by night with her beloved, the buffalo herder 
Sahar. Her sister-in-law discovers her secret and substitutes 
an unfired pot, which causes Suhini to drown: 


She goes with an unbaked pot and she does not ask for 
one that has been fired. She crosses the turbulent 
water, says Latif, and goes to her herdsman. How 
can she overcome the love by which she is herself 
overcome? 


As in many other passages in the Risa/o, the intensity of feel- 
ing provoked by the heroine’s sufferings is heightened by a 
frequent shifting of the narrative voice from the poet to the 
female persona’s direct speech and back again: 


Suhini was happy when she saw the designs drawn by 


the potter. The water washed away the pattern 
and the glaze could not withstand the impact. In 
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her thoughtless youthful pride, Suhinithought it 
was fully fired. In the Indus she came to know that 
it was unbaked. 

“So what if it is unfired? The favor of my beloved is 
firm. Sahar is my beloved, it is wrong for me to 
look at Dam. Whether squalls or strong winds 
blow, I will go on to the far bank.” 

The unfired pot was quite unable to withstand 
the river and it crumbled into pieces. She lost 
her strength in the stream, her arms became 
exhausted. Pouring in from all sides, the waves 
buried her. Her heart was filled with the reality of 
the angel of death. 


The allegorical significance of Suhini’s perilous journey 
across the river in search of her beloved is dwelled upon at 
length, with numerous extended descriptions of the perils 
the intrepid searcher must face. ۱ 
Suhini, who met her death in the river, forms a natural 
pair with Sasui, the delicately reared girl from the southern 
Sindhi city of Bhambhor, whose beloved, the Baloch prince 
Punhun, was abducted from her side by his kinsmen while 
she slept. She suffers prolongedtorment from the heat and 
the desert as she tracks him across Las Bela to the west of 
Sindh, before she finally meetsherend in the wilderness: 


8.56 She climbs the mountain with feet softer than silk. 
The soles of the poor girl’s feet are wounded and 
gashed. Such is the sad state in which she makes 
her way toward Punhun, saying, “Oh, may he 
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come back, theoneto whom this slave girl is 
bound.” 


As the greatest of all the heroines, Sasui has no fewer than 
five surs devoted to her: Sasui Abiri (8), Ma‘zuri (9), Desi 
(10), Kohiyari (11), and Husaini (12). Throughout them all, 
she represents thedevoted lover who is determinedly set on 
the mystical quest for the divine beloved, of whom Punhun 
is the supreme symbol. 

While both Suhini and Sasui are perfect incarnations of 
the selfless fidelity that must be displayed by thetrue seeker, 
the next two surs reflect the contrary fate awaiting those who 
do not remain true to their love in spite of their high birth. 
In Lila Chanesar (13), Lila is fatally tempted by the offer of 
a valuable necklace to allow her rival Kaunru to spend the 
night with her royal husband, Chanesar. When he finds out 
how he has been shamefully deceived, he is enraged with 
Lila, who bitterly laments the loss of his love andof her royal 
status for the paltry reward of worldly riches: 


“The glitter of the gems turned my head. I thought I 
would win the necklace as a bet, and that it would 
be mine forever. Kaunru’s trickery beat me.” 


In Mumal Rano (14) the enchantress Mumal, who has used 
sorcery todestroyallthe suitorswhowere lured to her magic 
palace of Kak, is finally won by the Rajput prince Mendhiro, 
called Rano. But when a trick of hers goes wrong, he aban- 
dons her injealous rage, and she is left to lament her fate and 
pines for him in despair. 
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The next two surs are different again. The long Marui (15) 
is based on the story of Marui, a beautiful girl belonging to 
the Maru tribe of desert nomads who was abducted by the 
ruler Umar. Held in luxurious confinement in his fortress at 
Umarkot in eastern Sindh, she bemoans the loss of her old 
freedom andthe absence of her beloved fellow tribesman: 


“If I die thinking about the homeland I long for, do 
not imprison my body in captivity. Do not keep 
this exile apart from her beloved. Pour the cool 
earth of the desert over her dead body. Once my 
life is over, take my corpse to Malir.” 


In Kamod (16), by contrast, there is a happy ending when 
the fisher girl Nurifrom the Kinjhar lake in lower Sindh is 
overcome by gratitude for the favor shown her by Prince 
Tamachi, when he makes her his principal queen. Another 
local folktale forms the basis of the very short Ghatu (17), 
which celebrates the heroism of a family of fishermen who 
battle a sea monster living in a whirlpool near Karachi. 

The following three surs are devoted to one of most 
remarkable themes in the Risdlo, the wandering yogis who 
traversed Sindh during their pilgrimage to the shrine of the 
goddess at Hinglaj in Balochistan. As a young man, Shah 
Latif is believed to have spent time with these yogis, whose 
extraordinarily single-minded focus ontheirspiritual quest 
is praised at length in the very long Ramakali (18): 


The fire of love blazes within them, while on the 
outside they are covered with ashes like stokers. 
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Choosing a retreat, they have abandoned lies, 
vices, and falseness. They have nothing to do with 
sin, but practice many virtues. The more they 
burn, the purer and the happier they become. 


The celebration of the ascetic way of life of the Hindu yogis, 
a most unusual topic for a Sufi poet, is continued in Khahori 
(19). After an appeal to the crow, the traditional go-between 
of Indian love poetry who conveys messages to the beloved, 
the second part of Purab (20) laments the sudden departure 
of the yogis for their home country in the east. Another tradi- 
tional bird symbol is invoked in Karayal (21), which speaks of 
the wild goose (sometimes translated as “swan”) that stands 
for the spiritually evolved man, as opposed to the snakes of 
this world described in the second part of the sur. 

The season of the rains, always infused with intense feel- 
ing in the Indian poetic imagination, is wonderfully evoked 
in Sarang (22), where the transformation of the landscape 
in Sindh and far beyond is interpreted as a manifestation of 
the universal extent of divine grace: 


It has rained in the plains and deserts, it has rained in 
Jaisalmer. The sky is overcast and the rains have 
come to the desert. Women left on their own 
have lost their worries, says Latif. The paths have 
been made fragrant, and the herdsmen’s wives are 


happy. 


Other traditional poetic themes appear in the next three 
short surs. The sufferings of a woman whose husband has 
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gone away are described in Rip (23), while Barvo Sindhi 
(24) is an expression of love, againthrough the usual female 
persona. Kapaiti (25) explores the familiar Sufi theme of a 
woman spinning as asymbol of life put to productive use. 
The following surs are variously baseduponmale characters 
from the heroic Rajput period of Sindhihistory. Their gener- 
ouschivalry evokesthesupreme qualities of the central figure 
of Muslim devotion, the prophet Muhammad. The famously 
munificent Sapar Khan of Las Bela is evoked as a symbol of 
perfect beneficence in Piribhati(26). In Sorath (27), the gener- 
osity of Rai Diyach of Junagarh in Gujarat is so great that he 
has no hesitation in allowing his head to be cut off, when the 
minstrel Bijal asks for it as a reward for his performance: 


“Minstrel, the one for whose head you bargained has 
no need of life. If you required something I did 
not have, it would have been a reproach to all 
donors in every age.” 


The notably varied Dahar (28) begins with an evocation of 
the former prosperity of an area now made desolate by the 
shifting course of the Indus, the grace of the Prophet, then 
the sorrowful cryofthelone crane abandoned by its migrat- 
ing flock, before concluding with references to the brave 
bandit Lakho. Further praise of the prophet Muhammad as 
the ideal ruler begins Bilaval (29), which goes on to celebrate 
the legendary generosity and chivalry of the Sindhi ruler 
Jadam Jakhiro, ending with an unusually satirical conclu- 
sion in which the poet’s disciple Vagand is mocked for his 
laziness and greed. 


xxiv 


27.21 


INTRODUCTION 


The final Kedaro (30) is rather different in character from 
therestofthe Risdlo. Ittoo isa celebration of heroiccourage, 
but the setting is far from Sindh in the desert of Iraq, where 
Imam Husain was killed at the battle of Karbala in 680: 


The perfect young heroes came to Karbala. The 
earth shook and trembled, and there was uproar 
in the heavens. This was not just a battle, buta 
manifestation of God’s love. 


The clear alignment of this sur with the world of Shia 
mythology hasraised questions about its authenticity, which 
is however generally maintained with some qualification.?? 


The Poetry: Manner 

In considering the questions that surround this unusual sur 
Kedaro, there is an interesting anecdote. When Shah Latif 
was asked if he was Sunni or Shia, he first replied that he 
was in between the two, and when told there was nothing 
in between, he gave the perfect Sufi response by stating, “I 
am that nothing.”?3 It is, after all, this negation of the sepa- 
rate existence of the self that makes possible the Risalo’s 
extended celebration of the wonderfully varied ways the 
divine is made manifest. 

This ambiguity may be the fundamental reason why—in 
contrast to the relative ease with which the formal struc- 
tures of Shah Latif’s poetry, even the capacious matter of 
its content, may be defined—it is so much harder to pin 
down the distinctive manner of its expression. This is highly 
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distinctive in comparison with the more familiar outspoken 
style of other well-known Sufi poets of the region, like Shah 
Latif’s Panjabi contemporary Bullhe Shah. A large part of 
Bullhe Shah’s appeal to modern audiences is the defiance 
with which he brushes aside the artificiality of religious 
boundaries, andthe contempt he expresses for the preten- 
sions of orthodox religious specialists. In place of their 
narrow divisions, he proudly proclaims his allegiance to 
the bold rallying cry of hard-core Sufism through the ages, 
Mansur’s notorious assertion of identity with divine reality, 
ana 'l-haqg “I am God”: 


You filled the cup of oneness and gave it him to drink. 
You made Mansur drunk. You were the one who 
made him say, Iam God. Then you seized him and 
set him onthe gallows.”4 


A similarly ecstatic tone, which insists on speaking openly of 
the truths revealed by mystical insight, characterizes some 
of the later Sufi poets in Sindh. The most famous of these is 
Sachal Sarmast?5 (d. 1827) of Daraza, a Qadiri pir living in 
Khairpur in northern Sindh, who composed prolifically not 
only in Sindhibut also in his local Siraiki, aswellas in Persian 
and Urdu, andwhose reputation in Sindhiliterature is second 
only to that of Shah Latif himself. The relationship between 
the two poetsis characterized in an anecdote of a visit paid by 
Shah Latif in later life to Sachal’s grandfather, with whom he 
was on friendly terms. Onseeing the latter’s young grandson 
there, Shah Latif predicted to his friend: “This young child 
will lift the lid off the pot I have been heating.”26 
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This image of a simmering pot whose lid covers its 
bubbling contents exactly captures Shah Latif’s character- 
istic tone. When he speaks of Mansur—which he does much 
less frequently than Bullhe Shah or Sachal—it is typically in 
an indirect way: 


A single loud cry is heard in the water and on dry land, 
and in the forests and plains. All things deserve 
the gallows. They all make thousands of Mansurs; 
which ones will you hang? 


Similarly, in a variant form of a verse already quoted, Shah 
Latif proclaims the same truth as those more outspoken 
Sufis while disclaiming the need always to speak of it so 
openly: 


The multiplicity of creation is in search of God, and its 
origin is his beauty—this is what Rumi believed. 
Those who have seen this place do not speak of it. 


Instead of reiterating the simpler kind of Sufi vision, Shah 
Latif in his Sindhi poetry creates for his local audience an 
entirely new way of imagining reality. All the sources agree 
that he kept three books with him as his primary sources of 
continual inspiration: the Qur’an, from whose verses he so 
frequently quotes in Arabic; Rumi’s great Persian Masnavi; 
and the Sindhiverses of his ancestor Shah Karim. He derived 
from them a genuinely new creation in his Risdlo, in which a 
large collection of individual verses embracing a vast variety 
of local and Islamic references collectively constitute one of 
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those all-embracing classics that most literatures are only 
given once. As he himself says of his poetry: 


What you consider to be poems are divine verses. 
They direct the mind toward the beloved. 


Here the contrast between baita, the ordinary Sindhi word 
for poems, and ayatin, the Arabic word for verses of the 
Qur’an, might be seen as an indirect claim for the status 
of the 25۵/0 as a “Qur’an in the Sindhi language” compa- 
rable to the classic definition of the Masnavi as a “Qur’an 
in the Persian language” (Pers. quran dar zaban-e pahlavi). 
Equally, it might well be said the 25۵/0 is one of those very 
rare instances in the literary history of South Asia of a genu- 
inely integral Indo-Islamic 10,7 
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NOTES 
The two best studies in English are Sorley 1966 and Schimmel 
1976. See also Advani 1970, Baloch 1972, Jhangiani 1987, Lalwani 
1978, Mirza 1980, Sayed 1988. 
Jotwani 1996 includes a complete translation of Shah Karim’s 
Sindhiverses. 
A small selection is translated in Allana 1996. But the findings of 
the excellent pioneering edition by Baloch (1963) have yet to be 
reflected in the English critical literature. 
For the history of early Sindhi poetry, see further Ajwani 1970, 
Schimmel 1974. Asani 2003 is particularly good on the different 
traditions of this poetry. 
For an informed introduction to Sufism, see Ernst 1997. 
Schimmel 1982 remains the best introduction to Sufi poetry in 
Persian and other languages. 
Sadarangani 1987 is an excellent source for the now forgotten 
Persian poetry written by the educated elite inthe Mughal capital 
of Thatta and other urban centers in Sindh. 
Boivin 2015 is a most helpful guide to the history of the Sufi culture 
of Sindh. Rizvi 1978-1983 is the standard general account of the 
Sufi orders in India. For their distribution in Sindh, see Ansari 
1992: 9-35. 
Because Sindh was administered from Bombay rather than 
Calcutta, Urdu was not installed as the immediate successor of 
Persian, as happened in Panjab. 
Compare Richard Burton’s notice of Shah Latif in his classic 
firsthand account of premodern Sindh (Burton 1851: 81-84). 
See further the pioneering study of Shah Latif in English by 
Lalwani 1978, besides the major early edition of the Risalo by 
Gurbakhshani [1923-1931] 1979. 
Compare Ajwani 1970; Jotwani 1975, 1996. 
See for example Syed 1996. 
Schimmel 1976. Compare also her other studies listed in the 
bibliography. 
Sindhi 1962: 207-208. The system of transliteration, including 
the use of underlining to indicate nasalization in the case of # and 
the manner of articulation in the four distinctive Sindhi implosive 
consonants bd $j; is explained at the end of the following Note on 
the Text and Translation. 
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Lines in this reversed order of the soratha are most commonly 
found in the concluding verse of abyat and inthe opening refrain of 
a vai, as illustrated in the following examples, butare byno means 
confined to these positions. 

Compare the Bullhe Shah ۲۵۶ transliterated in Shackle 2015: 
xvi-xvii. 

In order to save space, only the first instances of all refrains are 
cited in the main body of the translation. 

For a representative recording, see Pakistan: Faqirs du Sindh 
(C 540154) issued on the Ocora label by Radio France. 

More detailed guides will be found in the introductory endnote 
to each chapter. 

These are often collectively referred to as “the seven heroines” 

(S. sat sérmiyiun), viz. Suhini, Sasui, Lila, Mumal, Marui, Nuri, 

and Sorath; see further Sayed 1988 and Hussain 2001. Sorath (27) 

hardly deals with the princess after whom the sur is named, and is 

accordingly placed separately in ournumerical sequence. 

Itis omitted withoutcommentin Kazi1961.In Baloch 2012: 417-425 

it is placed separately, immediately following the main body of surs 
now generallyagreed to be fully authentic, and preceding a variety 

of extra surs that were present in earlier editions. These notably 

include a certainly inauthentic Hir and a Dhol Marui that extend 

the geographical coverage of the Risalo to Panjab and to Rajasthan. 

Advani 1970: 32. 

Shackle 2015: 45. 

See Advani 1971, and the selected Sindhi and Siraiki verses 

respectively presented in Allana 1996 and Shackle 1981. 

Advani 1970: 32. 

In this sense, the Risalo might be seen as an achievement in lyric 

poetry fully comparable to the narrative poetry of the earlier 

Avadhi premakhyan, now better known since Behl 2012. 
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NOTE ON THE TEXT 
AND TRANSLATION 


Although Shah Latif’s great prestige ensured that his poetry 
was morecarefullytransmitted than, say, 6 lyrics 
of his contemporary Bullhe Shah, the earliest manuscripts 
date only from around fifty years after his death, allowing 
for a natural inflation of the corpus. Furthermore, since the 
7۸7۶010 is a large collection of mostly quite small lyrics, both 
the precise number of items to be considered fully authentic 
and the order in which they are best arranged are matters 
yet to be finally decided. : 

There is still no fully standardized critical text of the 
Risalo. Several of the oldest manuscripts are available in 
modern printed versions, including a handsome facsimile of 
the Ganjwithtranscriptionintomodern Sindhiorthography 
(Mirza 1994). Produced at Bhitshah itself, this isa very large 
collection containing some 4,500 verses, by no means all of 
whichcan be regarded as authentic. A pioneering attempt to 
produce aneditionoftheRiésa/ofrommanuscript sources was 
made by the German philologist Ernest Trumpp (1866), who 
also compiled a still very useful grammar of the older Sindhi 
language (Trumpp 1872). Acceptance of Trumpp’s edition, 
although it was beautifully printed in Europe and sponsored 
by the Government of India, was severely inhibited from the 
outset by his insistence on using his own eccentric, albeit 
rationally devised, system for writing Sindhi. 

Alongside smaller collections of selected verses, many 
larger editions of the Risa/o were printed in Bombay and 
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Karachi during the nineteenth century. This older textual 
tradition culminated in the large edition produced by the 
prolific Sindhi man of letters Qalich Beg (1913), containing 
thirty-six surs, of which several are now regarded as inau- 
thentic. Moves toward amore critical text were then made 
with the careful but incomplete edition produced by the 
Hindu scholar Gurbakhshani in 1923-1931. 

This text was closely followed after independence by the 
complete edition in a somewhat modernized Sindhiorthog- 
raphy, first published in Bombay by Advani (1958). It was 
subsequently reissued in an abridged edition containing 
thirty surs and including over 1,700 verses with a parallel 
translation into Sindhi prose (Advani 1976). This has been 
reprinted several times in both India and Pakistan, and 
probably comes nearest to being a generally received text. 
The online version by Abdul-Majid Bhurgri (available at 
www.bhurgri.com) has beenused for the Sindhi text of the 
Risalo included inthis volume.’ In preparing the translation, 
use has also been made of other Pakistani editions, includ- 
ing Shahvani 1960, andthe divergently organized Kazi1961. 
More recently, the lifetime dedication to the Risalo of the 
distinguished Sindhi scholar Nabi Bakhsh Khan Baloch has 
resulted in another valuable edition (Baloch 2012), which 
has yet to supplant the Advani version in general currency. 

The primary arrangement of the text here is by surs. For 
ease of cross-reference, all surs have been given numbers. A 
few differences in the numerical order of surs from Advani 
1976 have been introduced in the interest of thematic clar- 
ity, since this is a volume designed for reading rather than 
musical performance. Within each sur the order of the 
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verses (abyat) follows Advani 1976. But the subdivisions of 
the contents into the traditional numbered sections, vari- 
ously called dastan (“story”) or fasl (“chapter”) and ending 
in one or more vais, have been disregarded. Here the abyat 
are numbered ina single sequence for each su», ending with 
a vai (marked as V).2 

None of the existing serious efforts to translate the Risalo 
into English can be said to have done this magnificent text 
anything like proper justice. As will be apparent from the 
introduction, the tightly condensed expression and freely 
allusiverhetoricof Shah Latif’s poetry are oftenquitehardto 
render naturally into modern English. Besides the intrinsic 
difficulties presented by the alliterating style and sometimes 
recondite vocabulary of the original, previous translators 
have often set themselves and their modern readers addi- 
tional problems by trying to reproduce something of the 
original rhyme schemes, with the usual awkward inversions 
of syntax these entail in English. Of the more substantial 
versions, Sorley offers a reliable selection of representative 
if abbreviated translations (Sorley 1938: 297-420, Sorley 
1953), but his fondness for archaic poetic forms sometimes 
makes them unappealing to modern taste. The other princi- 
pal English versions suffer from not being the work of native 
speakers. Based on the edition published by her husband 
(Kazi 1961), the selections in Elsa Kazi 1965 are the work 
of a German speaker, besides being open to some of the 
same criticisms as Sorley’s translations. The more recent 
Pakistani translation of the 25۵/0 in Khamisani 2003 is a 
painstaking attempt at a complete English version of the 
abridged Advani text also translated here. While in some 
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ways superior to its two predecessors, as well as to its much 
larger and more literal successor Shah 2014, it too is often 
awkwardly unidiomatic, and further difficulties are created 
by quite numerous misprints in both the Englishtranslation 
and the accompanying Sindhi text. 

The present version has been designed to be in keeping 
withthestyle of the Murty Classical Library of India. It tries 
to convey some sense of the poetry in a consistent style of ` 
plain English prose that aims to steer a middle path between 
off-putting formality and jarring colloquialism. While 
it makes no attempt to imitate the rhyme schemes of the 
Sindhi text, it does allow for some imitation of the allitera- 
tion that is so prominent a feature of the original, but only 
where this occurred naturally. So far as possible, the underly- 
ing syntax 0۶ theverses has been maintained, witha full stop 
marking the end of an individual line and a comma being 
used where appropriate to indicate the half-line caesura. 
Italics areusedto mark Shah Latif’s quite frequent citation 
of Qur’anic verses? and otherArabicand Persian quotations. 

Since throughout the RisZlo the lyrical immediacy of 
individual verses is always more prominent than any regu- 
lar narrative or didactic progression, the first endnote to 
each sur provides an overview of its contents. It is there- 
fore recommended that these initial endnotes be consulted 
before reading each chapter. 

Diacritics are, however, used throughout for italicized 
words and phrases transcribed from Sindhi and other 
languages. These follow the usual academic conventions, 
in which long vowels are marked by macrons over å, i, and 
ü and retroflex consonants by dots written under g, 7,7 


XXXIV 


NOTE ON THE TEXT AND TRANSLATION 


2۳007۰ Other nasal consonants appear 25 # and #, pronounced 
respectively as mg and uy. Nasalized vowels are indicated by 
unmodified 7 inthe Sindhi script, but are here transcribed 
with a following underlined #. Underlining is also used to 
distinguish the four implosive consonants, pronounced 
with indrawn breath, which are one of the most distinctive 
phonetic features of Sindhi and are written with special 
diacritics in the script, so that ط‎ d gj are graphically as well 
as phonetically quite distinct from Û d/d gj. Dots are used 
to distinguish the distinctively written Perso-Arabic frica- 
tive sounds ۸م‎ and gh, although these are often pronounced 
as kh and g, with which they alliterate in the verses of the 
725210. Graphic ‘ain and the distinction of q from k are both 
recorded where appropriate in the transcription of Perso- 
Arabic words, although neither feature is preservedin Sindhi 
pronunciation. The romanization of Qur’anic and other 
Arabicquotationsin the endnotes followsthe standard rules 
for writing Arabic in the roman script. 


NOTES 

1 All marks of punctuation are omitted in our text, other than the 
comma used to mark the metrical caesura. 

2  Thetraditional arrangement of subsets of abyät followed by a vai, 
which reflects performance practice, is here preserved only as an 
example in the opening sur, Kalyan. Since Advani 1976 does not 
include vais for all the other surs, these have been selected where 
necessary from the fuller text of Advani ۰ 

3 The translations of Qur’anic verses are based on Yusuf Ali 1977. 


RISALO 


Js جو‎ álle الله لیخ اعلي‎ Jol 

قادژ پنهنجي قُدرت سین, قائم آه قدیم 
Jlo‏ واجڈ 5535 رازق H‏ رجيم 

سو ساراھ سچو «JS‏ چي خمد خُگیھ 
ڪري پان گریش جوژون Sor‏ جهان جي 


دمه لام انم نا 
GL eol‏ ې قٌرمانء ț p‏ کنهن نه اوليا 


Fs)‏ کنهن نه اولیاء ست ويا سالم 
ھیکائی هیگ ٹیا اَحَدَ سين Alle‏ 
بي بها بال آي کیا اگهین 


آکي ڪيا اک هين نسورو ئي نور 
لا خوف عليه ولا Bb‏ يَحْرَنُونَء سچن ڪونهي شور 
مولي کیو معمور انگ ازل ۾ ol‏ جو 


1 Kalyan 


First there is Allah, the all-knowing, the highest, the 1 
lord of the world. All-powerful through his own 
power, he is everlasting and immemorial. Lord 
unique, heis one," the provider and merciful lord. 
Magnify the true lord, and utter praise of the one 
who is all-wise. It is he who in his mercy ensures 
all the workings of the universe. 


Whoever says with faith Heisone and has no equal? has 2 
accepted Muhammad, the cause of creation, with 
their heart and tongue. Exalted through following 
the divine command, they are never led astray to a 
false destination. 


Never led astray to a false destination, they reach their 3 
goal safely. Possessing mystic wisdom, they are 
united as one with the one God. From the outset, 
the master has made them priceless and happy. 


From the outset, the master has made them pure 4 
light. There is no fear upon them, nor are they 
sorrowful. They are true and have no pain. The 
lord has caused their fortunes to flourish from the 
beginning of eternity. 
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وَحْدَةُ جي ودیاء الا الله سين اورین 

هنیون حقیقت گذیو طریقت تورین 
معرفت جي مات سین ڈیساندژ ڏورِينِ 

شک نه شتا کذهین» ويهي نه ووژین 
ose‏ کورین, GAME Gale‏ چي 


8555 لا شَريے sJ A‏ نه ہوڑا 
که تو ڪنين cles‏ جي Leak‏ آندر گھوڑا 
گازیندین گُوڑھاء جت شاهد ٿيندءِ سامُهان 


GUL‏ چونڈءِ € پري جام جَنّت جو 


5.455 لا شریگ A‏ اي SF haw‏ 
ہیائی کي AST‏ جن 1939 سي ورِسيا 


وحدت جي وهأنء جي ويا سي Las‏ 
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Smitten by heisone, they recite except God.“ With 
hearts joined to truth, they traverse the way. 
In the silent wonder of gnosis, they search the 
mystical realm.5 They never sleep at ease, nor do 
they spend their time sitting around. Lovers cut 
their heads from their shoulders, says Abdul Latif. 


Are you deaf? Have you not heard that He is one and 
has no equal? Why have your ears not heard the 
galloping steeds within your heart? You will shed 
bitter tears when the witnesses“ appear before 


you. 


He is one and has no equal is the profitable practice that 
you should follow. This world, where you win or 
lose, is your place. It is the beloved who will fill the 
cup of paradise and who will tell you to drink. 


The key to unity is that He is one and has no equal. 
Those who have embraced duality are lost. 


I look for my head and do not find my body. I look 
for my body and there is no head. Where have 
my severed hands, wrists, and fingers gone? If 
they went in union with oneness, they have been 
permanently cut off. 


RISALO 


سے 


عاشق چؤ 4 Gl‏ کي» مھ ڪي $$ معشوق 
خالق چؤ م خام تون A‏ ڪي چَؤ مخلوق 
سلج تنهن شلوک, جو ناقصنا نیو 


وحدتان ڪڻرت ٽي کثرت وحدت ڪُل 
حق حقيقي هیکزو بول ې م F‏ 
ob‏ هلاچو dil Jd‏ سندو سچئین 


پائهین Be‏ پائهین جانِ جمال 

پائهین صورت پرينء جي٬‏ پائهین خسن مال 
پائهین پر مُريد ثي. پاٹھین پاق SUS‏ 

سپ سپوئی Sle‏ منجهان هي معلوم K‏ 


پائهین پسي «Sb‏ پاٹھین محبوب 
پاٹھین خلقي خوب. پائهین طالب تن جو 


پڙاڏو سو Lis‏ 35 وائيءَ جو جي لهین 
هُئا آگهین IF‏ ٻُڌڻ ۾ ېه ٿيا 


ايڪ 725 53 لک ڪوڙين wh‏ گژکیون 
جیڈانھن کریان پرک» تیڈانھن صاحب سامون 
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Do not call him “lover,” and do not call him “beloved.” 
Do not call him “creator,” you fool, do not call him 
“created.” Reveal the mystic secret to the one who 
has been freed from imperfection. 


From unity came multiplicity, the total of multiplicity 
is unity. Reality is indeed one; do not be misled by 
speaking in any other way. I swear to God that this 
whole tumult is created by the beloved. 


It is he who is great is his glory,’ and he who is the 
soul of beauty. It is he who is the form of the 
beloved, and he who is perfect beauty. It is he who 
becomes the master and the disciple, and it is he 
who is himself the original idea.® This entire state 
becomes known from within. 


It is he who looks at himself, it is he who is his beloved. 
It is he who creates the beauties of the universe, it 
is he who desires them. 


The echo is the utterance, if you understand the 
mystery of speech. They were originally together, 
but became two in the hearing. 


There is one palace, with thousands of doors, and 
it has millions of windows. The master appears 
before me wherever I look. 


7151.0 


کوژین کایائون تُنھنجیون: لگن لک هزار 
& میکنهن EF‏ سین» ذرسن ذارون IS‏ 
پریم تنهنجا Gh‏ کهزا چئی AS‏ چوان 


وائی 
سپکا پریان کون 333 
نینهن نیٹین, BF‏ گاله وو 
جا چتایم چت ب سجن سا ٿو بُجمي 
لات جا لَطِيف La ag‏ تنهنجو شجي 


اگهي اگمائي. نج پریان کي رسيو 
0:55 چگائی, سورانگهي شوريء تان 


نتا lgi‏ ویخ؛ JF‏ ڪُڄاڙيا کانئین 
سان SS‏ دیل و تون پيارئين پیج 
شوري جنین سیچء مرن تی مُشاجِدو 


شوري آه سینگار, آگچھین عاشقن جو 
مُژن موٽڻ میهئو» ٿيا نظاري نرواژ 
سن جو قراژ Jol‏ عاشقن S‏ 


شوريء می سیء کهزي La Sb‏ 
abe‏ لگا نی تی شوریائی Sem‏ 
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You have thousands, hundreds of thousands, or 
millions of forms. Creatures all seem quite 
separate from one another. Oh my beloved, how 
can I describe all your signs? 


Everyone worships the beloved. 

It is the quality of love that it is created by the eyes. 
The beloved knows everything I think of in my mind. 
The sound of Latif’s sweet song finds a hearing. 


My sickness pleased my beloved and his heart was 
touched. I experienced true health after mounting 
the scaffold. 


Why do you hurt me so, you blind and stupid doctor? 
My body is racked by pain, but you just give me 
doses of medicine. Those who make the scaffold 
their bed find that death grants them the vision of 
their beloved. 


The scaffold has always been a proud adornment for 
lovers. They stand there openly, considering it 
a disgrace to retreat or turn aside. Lovers have 
always promised to be slain. 


What accounts for lovers rejoicing on the scaffold? 
Once they exchanged glances with the beloved, 
the scaffold became their marriage bed. 
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You may have to mount the scaffold a hundred times a 
day, but do not become discouraged and abandon 
the idea of love. The secret of love is revealed only 
when you have seen its other side. 


First put the knife on your throat, then ask about love. 
Play on the suffering inflicted by the beloved on 
the body like an instrument. If you have sworn by 


the name of love, let your flesh be roasted on spits. 


It is not the fault of the knife, it is the one who holds 
the handle who slays me. The iron trembles at the 
sight of the wonderful ways of the beloved. Lovers 
always pine for those whom they love. 


May his knife not be sharp, let it rather be blunt. That 
will cause the hands of my beloved to linger over 
me. 


Those in front are onthe execution blocks, while those 
who follow have their heads prepared. To avoid 
being thought less than them, cut off your own 
head and gain acceptance. Do you not see the 
heads of the slain lying on the ground? Slaughter 
rages in the distiller’s shop. 
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شنباهج سيد چئي» GUIS‏ ڪارڻ LE‏ 
هي تين جو LD‏ من پاس مَرَنِ جي 
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If you yearn for a drink, go to the distiller’s still. 
Remove your head, says Latif, and place it by the 
wine jar. Bridegroom, drink a mouthful of this 
strong wine. At the price of a head, the wine that 
intoxicates young heroes comes cheap. 


If you yearn for a drink, go to the street of the 
distillers. There you will always find the divine 
wine of Shiv.? When I worked out the riddle, it 
was that the wine is a good bargain in exchange 
for a head. 


You cannot get the wine for cash; it is more valuable 
than that. Prepare to get your head cut off, says 
Shah. This is the place of those who die beside the 
wine jars. 


Lovers are drinkers of poison, and they are delighted 
when they see it. They are ever accustomed to its 
bitter and deadly taste. They have been smitten 
by love, says Latif, and have been destroyed by 
separation. Even though their wounds fester, they 
do not even sigh in public. 


Do not desire the wine if you want to avoid its bitter 
taste. The soul of those who have drunkit leaves 
their veins. Enjoy the jar of wine, says Latif, once 
you have removed your head. 
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Why do those who falsely desire it keep talking about 
wine? They turn back once the distillers draw 
their blades. It is those who give their heads in 
exchange for it who get to drink draughts of the 
wine. 


Their heads are separated from their bodies, chunks 
of their flesh cook in the pot. Ready with their 
heads in their hands, they can talk about the wine. 


It is not the first task of lovers to preserve their heads. 
A moment with their beloved is far better than a 
hundred heads. This skin and bones cannot match 
a taste of the beloved. 


Everyone would long to offer their heads, if in 
exchange they could be with him. If the deal was 
done by sacrificing their heads, lovers would 
freely come. If it is written in their fate, they find 
their precious beloved. 


A drop of that wine is very precious, and the price of 


desire is martyrdom. Our task isto worship; the 
beloved’s role is to cast his glance of grace. 


15 


RISALO 


وا ٧‏ 
Ls‏ پئندي مون» flu‏ سهي شجاتو 
g‏ پیالو عشق جو؛ سيکي سمجهیو شون 
پریان ن سندي پار ي٬‏ آندر آڳ اون 
جئڻ ناهي KS‏ ہہ ڈینھن مزيي دُون 
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As I drank the wine, I recognized the beloved 37V 
properly; 

Drinking the cup of love, we understood everything. 

Awareness of the beloved is like a fire within us. 

Life in this world lasts for a couple of days at most. 

Oh God, says Abdul Latif, you are all that there is. 


After arousing pain inside me, the beloved has 38 
departed. He has gone after inflicting suffering. 
The doctors’ talk is utterly displeasing to me now. 


Those who take the beloved for their guide suffer 39 
a severe illness. The doctor does not make the 
slightest difference to them. The beloved shows 
the way, and he is the medicine that restores them 
to health. 


The beloved is the medicine that restoresthem to 40 
health, he is not the suffering. In company he 
seems sweet, but when summoned he is full of 
wrath. He uses his dagger to stab those to whom 
he shows his friendship. The master, lord, and 
forgiver of faults causes life to circulate through 
the veins. 
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My veins have become an instrument that plays allthe 41 
time. The lover cannot speak but can only writhe 
about when the beloved provides no response. It 
is the lover who bandages the one he has killed. It 
is he who is pure torment, he who is comfort for 
the soul. 


It is he who bars the way, he who is the guide. You exalt 42 
whom you will and you bring low whom you will. 


Why doyoulongto be greeted,why not offer greeting 3 
yourself? Other doors are forbidden to those who 
have seen this door. 


Sweeter than sweetness, his words are not at all bitter. 44 
From the beloved, silence is a greeting. 


Nothing but sweetness comes from the beloved. If you 45 
taste it carefully, there is no bitterness. 


The one you think of thinks of you too. You need to 46 
understand the verse Remember me and Iwill 
remember 7014.11 He has a knife in his hand and 
sugar in his mouth—this is the way he shows he 
cares. 
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نيزي هینان نینهن چ, پاسي پاڻ نه 6 
عاشق Jai‏ سامهان» اوي کات 0 
Gace‏ قرب o‏ مَرَن تن ششاهدو 


نيزي هینان نینهن جي, پاسي کر م پان 
ڄل Jel gale Sle ley‏ سامهُون 


RE گر 6 تان‎ co تان گر‎ RE 
سیبی ماءِ مُهَنْ» سيئي راحت ژوح ڀ‎ 


گهي سو گر tl‏ سکولي سو قريب 


!ها Cole‏ سکیو هر رمان حبیث 
تچي سو carb‏ سو ئي راحت ژوح ي 


20 


31 


tA 


3 


٥٥ 


oy 


49 


50 


51 


52 


1 || KALYAN 


The beloved once asked me with a smile, Am Inot your 
lord? Ever since he said that, the sharp pain I felt 
has not left me. 


They smile and ask, “Where is the beloved’s hand?” 
When pinned down bythe spear of love, they do 
not turn aside. Lovers come before death with 
their necks unbowed. Those for whom being slain 
is intimacy experience death as the revelation of 
the beloved. 


The beloved kills through calling, and calls through 
killing. When pinned down by the spear of 
love, do not turn aside. Oh lover, destroy your 
awareness and advance toward death. 


Calling lovers is the same as driving them away. This 
paradox is the essence of love’s response. Never 
give up hope, for their separation is their joining. 


When he kills he cares, when he cares he kills. He is 
the one who destroys, mother, and he is the one 
who is the soul’s comfort. 


When he kills he cares; it is the beloved who calls. 
This is the unvarying habit that he has learned. 
The one who wounds is the doctor, and the soul’s 
comfort. 
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The beloved will be my body’s doctor, and the cure for 53V 
my pain. 

Hewillgive mea dose of his mercy. Oh, may the 
beloved come. 

The beloved has come himself to take care of this poor 
patient. 

The doctor has removed all pain from my body. 

Oh sisters, says Abdul Latif, the beloved is a skilled 
physician. 
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ol‏ قَرِساجَنَ سانء مان مُقابلو مون بی 
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You are the beloved, you are the doctor, and you are 
the remedy for pain. Beloved, my heart holds 
hurts of many kinds. Lord, grant healing to this 
sick patient. 


You are the beloved, you are the doctor, and you are 
the medicine for pain. You give pain to those who 
suffer, oh generous one, and you remove their 
pain from them. Powders make a difference when 
you issue your instructions. 


Take aim, beloved, and let your arrow fly and strike 
me. Let this be the occasion for me to seek refuge 
on your lap, and in this way let me come close to 
you. 


When the beloved fires his arrows filled with love, 
doctors forget their expertise. 


Beloved, if you are merciful and strike me, I will not 
consult a doctor but will live with my wounds. 


The arrow-struck groan from the pain of the steel tips 
that pierce their limbs. Steeped in passion, they 
writhe on the battlefield of love. They bandage 
and treat their wounds themselves. Oh, come and 
spend a night with those who are wounded. 
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Come and spend a night with those who are wounded, 
whose bodies are filled with pain and whose 
hearts are smitten. Hiding away from people, they 
bandage their wounds themselves. 


Today the wounded keep groaning in their huts. 
When evening falls, they put those same bandages 
and plasters on their wounds. 


Those who are fit have no awareness of pain, or of 
how the wounded exist. Lying on the floor, the 
wounded cannot turn from side to side. Alas, they 
are tormented in secret for the beloved and shed 
tears. Those who truly think of him spend the 
whole night weeping. 


Those who are fit have no awareness of pain, while the 
sick are groaning. They lie on the floor, gripped by 
serious illness. They are filled with love, says Latif, 
and they are in permanent pain. Those whose love 
is perfect spend the whole night weeping. 


Mother, I do not believe those who shed tears and 
show people how their eyes water. Those who 
truly think of the beloved do not weep or say 
anything. 
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Doctor, you know nothing about the pain my body 
suffers. Gather up your medicines, dig a hole, and 
bury them inthe ground. I have no need of life 
without my beloved. 


They argue with their doctors and do not follow the 
treatment they prescribe. If they followed their 
advice, they would quickly become well. 


Doctors have great compassion for the sick. They do 
their best for them, but nothing happens unless 
their instructions are followed. 


When doctors were my neighbors I never consulted 
them, because there were cataracts in my eyes. 


You fool, you became lax in your diet and harmed 
your body. If you had followed the prescribed 
treatment, you would have regained your 
strength. 


If you think of being united with the beloved, then 
learn from the way that thieves behave. They 
celebrate by keeping awake and taking no rest all 
night long. Whenthey deliberately do come out, 
they do not utter a word. When they are chained 
together and put on the gallows, they say nothing. 
Although they are cut with knives, they reveal 
nothing of what has really happened. 
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The doctors threaten the wounded ones and drive 
them away from their house. Their wounds break 
open and fester, forming no scabs. Their wounds 
are relieved by seeing the beloved. Once the 
doctors depart in disgust, oh my beloved, may I 
arise refreshed. 


It is the one who inflicted my wounds who became my 
doctor. He quickly tied my bandages and made 
me better in a day. Stay with him, oh my heart, so 
that you may not be wounded. 


Do not give me medicine, doctor, in case I get well. 
Perhaps my beloved will come sometime to ask 
after me. 


You were with the doctors, so how did you become 
weak? Why did you not give your head, and get 
medicines in exchange for it? 


Bad doctors cut me and did not put me together. The 
ignorant branded me, and gave my body pain. 


The patients paid no attention at all to the doctors’ 


treatment. They were far from the medicines that 
the doctors talked about. 
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The doctors tried their various medicines and 
treatments on me. Hechecks my pulse and gives 
me the medicine of his mercy. Pain is removed 
from those who are treated by the beloved. 


The sick gathered today and appealed for health. Be 
off with you, pain, the merciful one has shown his 


face. 


“Alas, alas!” is my heart’s lament for my beloved. My 


liver and my kidneys are roasted in the fire of love. - 


If you do not believe me, look at the flames that 
burn above me. 


Let me roast on burning sticks of thorn and acacia, 
with my liver, heart, and kidneys, all three of them 
on skewers. Now beyond the doctors’ care, Iam in 
the power of the beloved. 


The arrow my beloved aimed and fired a second 
time quickly hummed and whistled as it came. It 
cut through my liver, heart, and kidneys. It has 
become so stuck inside my body that it willnot 
come out, however hard I pull. 


Ask the moths what burning is like. They hurl 


themselves into the fire, and their hearts are 
pierced by the lances of love. 
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پتنگ چائین GL‏ ي. پّيي مَچ مم موث 
شهائيء شپیرین ې. گھڑ ته یِئین گھوٹ 
آڃا تون روت گوري FS‏ نه لھین 


پتنگن 45 کیو مژیا مئی BS‏ 
پيي لهس نه لچیاء سَڙيا BS‏ مج 
سندا ڳچين > ویچارن وجائیا 


> تتو تن jad‏ جئن. ته چُندي سان جَماءِ 


SII‏ آدب جي باري gle‏ جلاء 
رقمان اندر بازیونء پنهنجو سپ پچاء 
bai‏ لنؤ لیف چی, پڌرِ هل م پاء 
متان لوک eld‏ وصالان HS‏ 


اجا کثورانء ڪاله ڪڍيائون سچٹین 


پن تایائون تڪڙوء وحدت ي وڈان 
محبتین مثان» مچ مُورائين نه لهي 
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If you call yourself a moth, come and extinguish the 
fire. The fire has burned many people; nowputit 
out. Become aware and extinguish it; do not give 
the fire to ordinary people. 


If you call yourself a moth, do not turn away when you 
see the fire. Enter the beloved’s brightness and 
become his bridegroom. You are still unbaked and 
have no experience of the furnace. 


The moths made a plan and collected over the fire. 
The sight of the scorching heat did not make them 
tremble, and they were burned in the fire of truth. 
Many of the poor creatures were consumed. 


If your body burns like a furnace, cool it down witha 
sprinkling of patience. Light the fire of discipline 
and burn your being. Complete all the stages of 
your spiritual journey in secrecy. Never reveal 
your passion, says Latif. Otherwise people may 
find out, and an obstacle may be created in the 
way of your union. 


It was only yesterday that the beloved took me out of 


the oven. Then he increased the heat to get me to 
union faster. For lovers the fire never grows less. 
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ڌنءُ ذنء God‏ وار اچ پٹ آگڑین ZF‏ 
پاري مچ مَجاز جو اوتیائون اكَارَ 


جي عشق جاء سی تان تون نه هين 


3 وڏا تون نه دَئِین» TT‏ اوڈو نه وجین 
ألا ج 
آپو ائن چنین, ته آئون آگڑیو آهیان 


سر ساندان ڪريء پُڇج گھڑ لها جو 
دُکن هيٺ ري مان گذینی É>)‏ سین 


هين جئن سانداڻء دُکن متي ڌڏڪڙا 
25 وِجائی پان» دي obs‏ ڈگرین 


لاهیندا ُوریاع 255 گریندا پذرو 
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They heat ore and produce steel. Only expert 
blacksmiths know about them. 


Today too the blacksmiths’ strokes clang loudly. They 
heat the fire of love, heaping on the coals. Stoker, 
do not back away, in case the unsmelted steel 
breaks into pieces. 


Stoker, do not stoke the fire, and do not go near it. You 
cannot bear the flames of love, although you stand 
there and proclaim yourself to be a blacksmith. 


Make your head an anvil, then ask for the blacksmith. 
Under his blows, you may become one with the 


steel. 


Like the anvil, suffer blow upon blow. Let yourself be 
harshly beaten, and obliterate yourself in love. 


Today the blacksmiths have come, experts with the 
whetstone. They whet it with water to sharpen 
swords. 


Today the blacksmiths have come, expert and able. 
They will remove the rust and reveal the steel. 
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ایک پیالو به چٹاء عشق نه کري KI‏ 
لیکیا جي لگن ې سي قرب رسندا AS‏ 
هُئڻ کیا هيئن» وانجیاء Jol‏ وصال کان 


ایک پیالو په چٹاء عشق نه ايئن کری 
J‏ سي ایک ٿياء جي گتا نینهن گري 
دوئی ڌار ةري. جۀ خلت خنجر آئیو 


ایک پیالو به جٹاء عشق نه ڪري SI‏ 
gl‏ تان شاعر egó dis‏ جا قوال سین 


قاتل کمائی ڪريء 35 ماي جي ڪن 
وثان ويهي o‏ پیج ڪي پياليون 


هوندو هد م a‏ لاء پیاگن پانھنجو 
پوج پیارج پنهيڙاء ویندا وٺيو LES‏ 
ته Ld‏ تنهنجي dim‏ موي کو مان لهي 


هوندو هل مَ رک لاء پیاگن پانهنجو 


وٽ واٽاڙئن S‏ تان پياري SH‏ 
سالک لهي ٿي لک جا تو ايندي Ol‏ سين 
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I have seen the happiness of those who know how to 
use the whetstone. Their swords are never stained 
with rust. 


One cup and two people—this is not how love works. 
Howwill counting get anyone near the beloved? 
See how their sense of separate existence has 
deprived them of union. 


One cup and two people—this is not how love works. 
Those who are held fast in love’s embrace dissolve 
and become one. The dagger of closeness cuts 
duality in two. 


One cup and two people—love does not share things 
out. Oh poet, you have acquired this desire from 
the singer.? 


Slayers of the self have learned how to turn poison 
into honey. Sit with them and drink a few cups. 


Never hide what you have from drinkers. Give the 
travelers who walk past plenty to drink. Oh wine 
seller, that will make your shop popular. 


Never hide what you have from drinkers. Give the 


travelers a cup to drink, and see how they will give 
lakhs for every drop you give them. 
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OST وَٽيُون پین وه‎ pated ې‎ re 
oy S oly «Slo ټرخيز بدھ‎ 
پڪين نه پرچنء مث تکیائون مَنجهيان‎ 


مَتارا تنهن ساء آچن مر منباهیو 


قشاع هل یتر د هت وع هبه 
پرھ جا پياڪ٬‏ جه سي آگن آئيا 


جه سي آگن آئياء ته شرو ڪندا شج 
سائی یندین اج هي پیتو هو آن ڪي 


موق چوي نه Lol g‏ اوي ذات 
BS 59355‏ واتِ, hks‏ تنهن bL‏ 


مَتارا مري وي ياء موي تون نه مَرِین 
ERS‏ جم ‘ ین SS‏ ڈاتارن ري 
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The drinkers choke as they drink from cups of 


49 
poisoned wine. “Cupbearer, ariseandgive us 
wine.” Let your friends drink,” they say. They are 
not satisfied with sips, but secretly eye the full jars 
of wine. 
The wind blows from the north, the wine seller has 50 


opened his jars. The drinkers have prepared their 
heads for the taste. 


Sprinkle the dew of the tavern on the travelers. 
Everyone will know about it and its praises will 


be sung everywhere, when the morning drinkers 
have come into your courtyard. 


51 


When they come into your courtyard, they polish off 52 
the wine. Their thirst remains the same; after one ۱ 
drink they call for another. 


The wine seller is no gentleman, but comes from alow 3 


caste. He destroys the drinkers by pouring cups of 
wine down their throats. 


The drinkers are dead. Oh wine seller, don’t you die. 


Oh sufferer, how will you manage without your 
generous supplier? 
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متارا مري chy‏ موي تون پی 3 
تنھنجو دوس hod‏ کون سهندو ol‏ ري 


ري ڪين کیون, وین مو کو 
کو جو سخن JUS‏ 9% پت تی پیو 


تهان پوء تیون» مرن goles‏ 1 


LE‏ گتارو مُنهن ون عادت سندین ای 
تنین کون ڈنیون, جني منجھان ي 
سرو تن gaa‏ جن حاصل کیو حال کي 


مويء ٤‏ مایا وه نه وه 
oF Boe oe.‏ دس نو 


یز ڈیئی مت جوژء کنهن پر گلالن سين 
j‏ کرت کبار و حَنجَڙ آڻي کوژ 
مرڻان مُنهن مَ موث وٽ ئي ود لهي 


Ss‏ وٹ Eda‏ ې مت مت مَندُ ٻيو 
قدر کی JUS‏ جو پیاگن پيو 
آچن ڏرش دکان تيء LES‏ قبول کیو 
شرها يڙ ڈیو SS‏ شرک سید چي 
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The drinkers have died. You too should die, wine 
seller. Who besides them will endure your 
threatening behavior? 


They were not killed by the wine, but by what the 
wine seller said. It was the distiller’s words that 
wounded their hearts. Afterward death came to 
the drinkers. 


To have a dagger at their throats anda cup at their lips 
is the drinkers’ way. They take large draughts and 
are overcome. Those who attain ecstasy drink a 
lot of wine. 


The wine seller did not wish them ill, nor did he kill 
them with poison. They gathered there fora 
drink, says Shah. Those who were overcome by 
what he said lie buried beside his stills. 


Give your head and somehow make a deal with the 
distiller. Stab your skull with a knife, a saw, or a 
dagger. Do not turn away from death; a cup costs 
more than that. 


There is something new in every cup, a different wine 
in every jar. Drinkers know the distiller’s delight. 
They come right into his shop, ready to sacrifice 
their heads. To drink a drop they happily they give 
their heads, says Shah. 
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کلالنتون گاء: مت نه سکین مون هنئان 


ate 


روئندي رات وهای چڪائيندي OF‏ 


39-0 سالم سي ویاء جي REST‏ سين BUST‏ 
بازي بازندن S‏ آهي آویساز 
پريا سين پهڪاڙ. رنييء وسالي کیا 


صوفء سیژ سین ې جئن رگن ۾ ساھ 
سا نه ڪري کالهژي. جئن پویون پروژي پساھ 
آهس ای گناه ېي ڪا کري S‏ 


ني ذکویاء JS of‏ راضي ٿيا 

صوفی تی ٿياء جئن کین کنیائون پاٹ سین 
صوقي لا کون کون پانئیس A=‏ 
منجهیان ئي مَنجھ وژهي پذر ناهس پیز 


جنین سائس ویژ ٿئي تنين جو واهژو 


صوفءَ صاف کیو ڏو ورق ؤجُود جو 
تهان پوء ٹیو جيئري پسن پرینء جو 
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Oh my heart, why did you not learn from the 
distillers? Their nights are spent in weeping and 
in drawing liquor from their stills. 


Those Sufis who left multiplicity aside went safely. 
Those who play the game of love never forget it. 
In consultation with the beloved, they reached 
their goal through drunkenness. 


The Sufi travels through everything, like breath 
through the veins. He does not say anything about 
the closing formula. For him it is a sin to reveal 
this. 


They are grieved by being given, by not being given 
they are happy. True Sufis are those who take 
nonexistence with them. 


The Sufi is no Kujfi,* no one understands him. His 
struggle takes place within, leaving no external 
mark. He is on the side of those who are at odds 
with him. 


The Sufi has washed clean the page of his existence. 
Afterward, while still alive, he gets to see the 
beloved. 
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صوفی Ls gle‏ کرین, شوفین اي نه صلاح 


ڪاٽ رک BIS‏ وجھ أچل SÍ‏ ې 
جي BES‏ رکين ڪنڌ تيء ته صوف سالم ٿيءُ 


وه do‏ هت ڪريء پٌر پيالو Fy‏ 
ib‏ تنین جو ED‏ جن Job‏ کیو حال کي 


جُسي ۾ JUS‏ جو حَفِي خیمو کوڑ 

جَلّی تون زبان come‏ چار ئي پھر چور 
فڪر سین فرقان cg‏ اسم اعظم ڈور 
ٻيا در وي مَ ووژ اي OSU Ll‏ سَپجي 


عالم آئؤن سان. 9135 ٿو پیز ري 
پان نه آهي dle‏ مانډِيء Ls‏ پکیژیو 


طالِب AS‏ سونھن Gl‏ روميء ي £93 


طالِب E>‏ سونھن اي رومِيء ي راءِ 
ماژهو OI‏ ڪياءِ daa‏ نه پسین منبیو 
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It is unfitting for a Sufi to call himself one and yet tobe 67 
full of desire. Cut up your tall Sufi cap and throw 
it into the fire. 


If you wear a Sufi cap, then be a proper Sufi. Take a 68 
cup of poison in your hand and drink it all up. 
This is the place of those who have attained 


ecstasy. 


Pitch the secret tent of almighty God in your body." 69 
Recite the spoken formula all day long. Carefully 
seek out his holy name in the Qur’an. Do not 
search at other doors; it is here that this precious 


treasure is found. 


Full of ego, the world wanders lost, not realizing that 70 
this magic show is created by the divine magician. 


The multiplicity of creation is in search of God, andits 71 
origin is his beauty—this is what Rumi believed.“ 
Those who have seen this place do not speak of it. 


The multiplicity of creation is in search of God, andits 72 
origin is his beauty—this is what Rumi believed. 
Where did man come from to be here? Do you not 
see the magic that has been performed? 
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71110 


FE Ob‏ سونھن سَڙ روميء چیو آهي 
تاژي جي PY‏ ته مَنجهين مُشاهدو تي 


ظاهر ې lj‏ فکر منجھ فنا ٿيا 
تنین کي تعلیم ي, گزه اندر NS‏ 
حرف حقاني» 395 کیائون دل 4 


جن کي دوز درد 19% سبق شور پژهن 
فکر P58‏ هت Wg‏ مات مُطالع کن 
نو سو SPH‏ جنھن ۾ پُسن پرينء کي 


سا ست ساریائون AT‏ جنهن جي آڳ ې 
Y‏ مَقَضُودَ في eláll‏ ان پر آتائون 
jia‏ سوٺائون» ٹیا رسيلا رحمانَ سين 


اکر پزهي آڀاڳياء قاضي ٿئين ڪياءِ 


پیرئین ۽ ڀانئئينء ایڈا ائن نه آء 
ól‏ شرکيء۶ سندو elu‏ پچج عزازیل S‏ 
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The multiplicity of creation is in search of God, and its 
origin is his beauty—this is what Rumi said. If you 
remove the veil from your heart, you will behold 
him within. 


On the outside they are fornicators, but they are lost 
in contemplation. The arrow of true teaching has 
pierced their inner being. They recite the holy 
name of God in their hearts. 


Those who have learned the formula of pain, recite 
the lesson of suffering. Holding the slate of 
contemplation, they study in silence. They recite 
from the page on which they see the beloved. 


They do not remember the line that begins with 77 
Uselessly they look for the beloved on other 


pages. 


They remember the line that begins with alif: There 
is no other purpose in both worlds [besides God|*§— 
this is what he said. Discovering the narrow path, 
they found delight in God the merciful. 


Why did you study letters, you wretch, and become 


a qazi? Do not approach here in delusion and 
conceit. Ask Azazil’ about the taste of this drink. 
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عاشق غزازیل, ٻيا مڙيئي Lp da‏ 
منجهان سڪ سپیل, لعنتي لال ٹیو 


جو مون پڑھیو پان ced‏ سبق سابق جو 
پھرین شجاتم پانهنجي» Gad‏ جو نهو 
جي غرفان Jal‏ ٿي ژوحن روژ کیو 
وري 355 پیو گذیم $5 وصال جو 


پرهیو ٿا SER‏ گوهن کین قلوب م 
پاٹان ÉS‏ چژهھنْء جئن 555 ورائین وترا 


کر پڑھ آلف جو 555 سپ وسار 
ندر تون اجار by‏ پژهندین کیترا 


جئن جئن $55 وَرائِينء تن تئن ڏٺو B98‏ 


کاتت لکين جئن, لايو لام آلف سين 
آسان سجن تئن» رهيو آهي روح ۾ 


hei‏ چالیها نه چالِیة جهژوپسن پرينءَ جو 


ي ورق وارین ویة. ته اکر jabl‏ هيڪڙو 
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Azazil is the true lover; the others are all full of 79 
empty desire. He became accursed because of his 
abundant love.?° 


When I studied the lesson of the beginning” for 80 
‘myself, I first discovered my own abode, the place 
where the souls are daily engaged in gnosis. The 
page was turned and the breach in my union with 
the divine was healed. !? 


The learned keep reading but donot suffer in their 81 
hearts. The faster they turn the pages, the higher 
their sins mount up. 


Read the letter alif forget all the other pages. Light up 2 
your inner self; how many pages will you read? 


As you turn the pages, the more sins you see. What 83 
use is talking about him if the beloved is not 
present? 


Oh scribe, just as you write /am joined to 2/2/13 so does 84 
the beloved remain joined to our soul. 


A forty-day vigil** is not equal to a sight of the 85 
beloved. Oh scribe, why do you pile pages on 
pages? You may turn twenty pages, but the letter’5 
is the same. 
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odd 55‏ مَنْ خجرو کیم چالیها زک 
کھھ نه پُوچيو پوجئین آني پھر الک 
تان تون پاڻ پُرک: سَيحکنهن ڈانھن سامهون 


سَیُکتنھن ڈانھن سامھونء کو هنت خا ي ناه 
Las‏ جي آڑک ٿياء سي کاناز کبا کانه 
مخت enero‏ هَن مانه. مون آڄاڻنڍيءَ آجهیو 


د|ئودي دیون کری, G5‏ کونهي رنگ 
گهوڙيءَ هب انگ کاهیو پاگرئین هڻي 


دائودي دیون ڪريء رَنڪَنِ Eag BS‏ 
گهوژيء هيٺ شجیت» کاھیو پا گرئين هي 


او قابیل آکین پب توک باري بان 


اپو آگراون کرینء ماگ ھٹیو مستان 
جانټ تون SL}‏ اکین سين ايڏا ڪرين 
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The body is a mosque and the mind is a cell; do not 
keep a forty-day vigil. Why do you not worship 
God the unseen twenty-four hours a day? 
Examine yourself and see him before you in 
everyone. The beloved is inside my mind; I was 
ignorant but now have realized this. 


He stands before everyone. There is no place without 
him. What is to be done with the cowards who 
are separate from God the one? Only now has 
this ignorant creature realized that the beloved is 
inside my mind. 


He is as majestic as David;'* the beggars possess no 
distinction. Carelessly, he letshis armed retinue 
be trampled by his horse. 


He is as majestic as David; the beggars possess no 
awareness. He is fully aware as he lets them be 
trampled by his horse. 


Cruel as Cain,” you have sharp arrows in your eyes. 
You arise and deal violently with the intoxicated 
ones where they live. Beloved, such is the damage 
you cause with your eyes. 
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و سی ale‏ ۳ ۲29 


سه 


ن¿ م معشوقن Bk Le‏ چتکا چک 


تی سر عو ان ڈیج 
e‏ ې معشوقن جاء جوالو J‏ جملیچ 
پاهان پک م gale as‏ د ogia‏ 


Sh‏ کان GLE‏ پب ميان مار م مون 
مون ۾ آهین تون» متان تنهنجو ئی توي لی 


کیو چذین ڪاڻء هَذٌ نه هَڻائين ٿا 
ٿيا جي نیشانء ته پھرئین سان پورا ka‏ 


لوړي جت لگوم. أتِ أپو ئي آهیان 
سور پرین سَندومء Glo‏ باجھائی ہیو BP‏ 


محبّت ي میدان م ؛ کر پڑاڈو 2g‏ 


سر سوريء 5 گنگرین» متان ڪُڇين LS‏ 
عشق EG GE‏ خبر کاڏن کي پوي 
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If he fits an arrow to his bow, use your chest as a 91 
shield. Experience the beloved’s wounds and 
blows on your face. Do not doubt the gallows, but 
act as a true lover and be saved. 


If he fits an arrow to his bow, use your chest as a 92 
shield. Steadfastly suffer whatever the beloved 
does to your face. Do not step back, but act asa 
true lover and be saved. 


Sir, do not fit an arrow to your bow to kill me. You are 93 
inside me, so you may be hit by your own weapon. 


False lovers escape the arrow and never let themselves 94 
be struck. Those who make themselves a mark are 


killed by the first shot. 

Istand where his arrow struck me. In his mercy, 95 
perhaps my warlike beloved will strike me with 
another. 

On the field of love make the earth resound. With 96 


your head on the gallows and your body on the 
battlements, be sure to say nothing at all. Love is 
without doubt a snake, as those who have been 
bitten know. 
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محبّت جي ميدان و سر جو ڪر 2 سانگ 
سوريء شپیرین چ, B55‏ ته ٿئين چانگ 
عشق اهي نانگ» خبر OST‏ کي پوي 


عشق نه آهي ih‏ ته ڪي گنس گپژو 
ي جسي ۽ جانِ چء پجي جو هیکاند 
بسيي نيزي پانیء أچل ته اذ تي 


عاشقن اللہ ویروتار نه وسري 
bi‏ گریندي dle‏ ڪڏهن ويندو نكري 


Gale‏ اٍئن نه هُونِ» جئن تون سَجي اگرین 
وجي در دوستن uF‏ رٹ ڏهاڻي ژون 


جان Go Gale‏ 05 تان دعویٰ ڪري 4 نینهن جي 
سائو مُنهن شونهن 85 سکن اي شرط 
ٽڪي $55 bd‏ مٿا ja‏ سؤدا ري 


lel‏ تو منجھانء SE‏ 35 رٹ نڪري 


منهن ې محبوبن جاء کئن چهليندي گهاء 
سو تون Ée LIS‏ جون شَدُون کرین 
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On the field of love, do not care about your head. If 
you mount the gallows of the beloved you will find 
perfect health. Love is a snake, as those who have 
been bitten know. 


Love is not a game played by youths. It breaks the 
connection of mind, body, and soul. Put your head 
onthe point of a spear and be cut in half. 


God is never forgotten by his lovers. They breathe 
their last, sighing for him. 


Lovers are not fit and well like you. Every day they go 
to the beloved’s door and weep. In no other way 
can they find acceptance with him. 


If a lover has any blood in his body, let him make no 
claim to love. A pale face and loss of beauty are 
the conditions of desire. He carries no money, but 
uses his head to trade with. 


The touch of a straw still draws blood from you. How 


will you bear the beloved’s wounds on your face? 
So why do you long for love? 
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bes‏ والین تي ڪارڻ ضروري 
پنهي جي پوري» G) BEF‏ نه SÉ‏ 


GR وی ویه‎ g معشوق‎ Gale 


چھ وري چذئین» شندي دوست دري 
ڏيندا ڪي باجه az‏ ویندء SS‏ ري 


اسان تان نه سَرِي» تون ڪئن سري سپرین 


نج پیش FH ٬يج ob‏ وجمي OY‏ 
ته تون تین سا سدا رهین شرخرو 


عاشق معشوق جوء وی ویهج Had‏ 


چم وري Terence‏ مويء سندو مٽ 
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Desire and 0626۳18 both begin with the same letter. 103 
For them both to be achieved it is necessary to 
sit on the road that leads to the beloved, and to 
sacrifice one’s life. 


Either learn love, or else watch those who practice 104 
love. Do not hide with people who know nothing 
of love. 


Oh lover, keep sitting in the beloved’s street. Do not 105 
lose heart and quit his door. He will give you 
medicine of mercy that will heal your wounds. We 
cannot manage without you, beloved, how can 
you manage without us? 


Oh lover, keep sitting in the beloved’s shop. Bow down 6 
before him with humbly covered head, so that you 
may always live with him with honor. 


Oh lover, keep sitting in the beloved’s passageway. 107 


Do not lose heart and give up the wine seller’s jar. 
Drink a few cups in exchange for your head. 


59 


RISALO 


>5 هر هرا وجن در دوستن ېي 
پاژي old‏ پرین So! 4 ee‏ 


ly اچ م تون» واناژن‎ RS 


Sle pis شوران‎ he Ah لائیندءِ‎ 


ڳجهو AE‏ پرتِ 255 پان م 


شور جنین کي شريو 67 تن صحت 


de‏ مصیبت. آهي عاشقن کي 


جي پياري Sb‏ ته گرهو قي پاڻي پئین 
کي ِنَ نان Sl‏ کولیو کون گهژي 


Sl‏ ڪي غیان نه 8 ڪي پروژي کون 
سچي جيهي oe‏ منهن نه پيئي ماژهوئین 


BI‏ ڪي عیان نه gh‏ ڪي پروزي ڪون 
سا شونهین ثئی سون. lbs zol‏ جنهن جو 
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It is foolishness to go the beloved’s door all the time. 
Do not hurry to his neighborhood, you crazy 
creature. Do not be naive and tell passersby about 
it. Through suffering, says Latif, he will bring you 
happiness. Share your love in secret talk between 


yourselves. 


Those who have suffered pain were granted health. 
For lovers misery is sweet. 


If he himself gives you water, become a camel and 
drink it thirstily. No one previously entered this 
pool without being invited. 


What is unsaid does not become apparent, what is 
said no one understands. It is true and like gold, 
but does not appeal to people. 


What is unsaid does not become apparent, what is 
said no one understands. It is a golden guideto 
those whom fate has favored. 


If he breaks his ties with you, twist them together 
again like a thread. If he finds faults in you, you 
foolish wretch, consider them virtues. Go and beg 
him humbly to restore this beautiful connection. 
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تمي گهي نهار )19 383 ڏولائو 
3 ساجائو, جي أُپئین انهيء GR‏ 


چکیو نه چوندنِ» هو جو ساء Fro‏ جو 


گمندژّن گمر کین چوندژ چگا نه ٿيا 
ویتنهون وید igi‏ هث نه آي ڪين 


Bi‏ تون م چو واتان ورائی 
STS‏ جو کري؛ خطا سو کائی 
ند ۾ Sb‏ ویو GS‏ وارو کین ڪي 


& 


جي هوء Gls‏ سیگ, ته زه چني جوکو 3B‏ 


آن چوندّن م be‏ چونڌن چیو وسار 

Bul‏ پھر Dol‏ سین, پَرِ اهاي پار 

gil‏ مُنهن مُونن 9 غربت سان گذار 

مُفتی منجھ وهارٍ ته قاضيء کانیارو نه تئین 


چنین سَنڍِيءَ بوذ مب تون تین چا 
GI‏ تنين سین پیہ Bol‏ اوڏي 1555 
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Bow down and be patient as you search; anger will 
bring you grief. You will gain awareness if you 
stand firm inthis course. 


Be patient, for those who are patient succeed, while 
those who quarrel lose. Talkers do not taste the 
delights of forbearance. 


There is peace in the homes of the patient, but talkers 
do not prosper. From having words, trouble 
ensues and nothing is gained. 


If they talk against you, say nothing back to them in 
turn. The one who makes the first move suffers. 
Those who are inspired by ill will gain nothing 
from it. 


Nothing is gained from ill will. If the bow is drawn too 
hard, the bowstring snaps. 


Say nothing to those who do not talk against you 
and forget the words of those who do. Follow 
this practice twenty-four hours a day. With your 
head upon your knees, live in lowliness. Keep a 
legal adviser?’ within you, so that you will not be 
helpless before the judge. 


Oh body, settle near those who instead of snapping 
rudely back answer politely in different ways.?° 
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ويي جنین 5 ذگندو ذادو ژمي ۱۳ 
سا مجلس ئي ole‏ جي حاصل هوء هزار جو 


ويي ڄنين 05 ڏگندو ڈور ٽي WY‏ 


وائی ۳ 
يار سجن جي فراق» ژي جیڈیون اون ماري 
در دوشن جي گنین جو هونداء مُون جیها مُشتاق 
شرمو شهي کر اکین جو؛ خاص oby‏ جي خاک 
E> Ahle‏ پرین آسانجو Added‏ خسناصک 
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Sitting with some people brings you much suffering. 
Avoid their company and gain a thousand 
benefits. 


Sitting with some people brings you an absence of 
suffering. Oh body, settle near them and spend 
time there. 


Friends, I am slain by separation from my dear 
beloved. 

At the beloved’s door there are many lovers like me. 

All over the place the beloved’s beauty is proclaimed. 

Realize that special dust trodden by his feet is perfect 
kohl for the eyes. 

Abdul Latif says: my beloved is eternally beautiful. 
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F‏ مز اسنا 


لوچان ٿي 453 م. هاديء ok)‏ ته is‏ 
8 1 و رج < و 4 ر 8 
شپیریان جي شونهّن جو؛ نکو قد نه مَڏ 
a Be, ao‏ 
هت سکن بي غدد. هټ پرینء روا ناد کو 


HS پیائی شپرینء پاثان مُون‎ of 

ٹون اوریان let‏ توي رسي تو B‏ 

هو by‏ ڪونهي هن ري, BP‏ هُتهان BIS‏ 
[لانسان سي و Bie GÍ‏ پژوزج IL‏ 
گندا ويا تنوان عالم عارف sjej‏ 


جان جان 6S bb Ged‏ تان تا 1 تان ناه نماز 
سپ Jlag‏ سار تهان پوء تکبیر FF‏ 


جان aS EL ced ule‏ تان تان ناه سُجُود 
وچائي Sai‏ تهان پوء تکبیر FS‏ 


66 


3 Asa 


I search for him through infinity but find no limit 
to the guide. The beauty of the beloved has no 
height or length. On this side there is incalculable 
longing, on that side the beloved has no concern. 


No one ever made it across with the “I.” Godisan odd 
number, and that is what he loves, so get rid of 
duality. Before unity, dissolve your existence in 
tears. 


A curse on duality! Beloved, stop me from the self. 
Keep back the “I.” May the “you” reach you, lord. 


There is no “that” without “this,” 2 nor is “this” 
separate from “that.” Understand the saying Man 
is my secret and I am his secret. This is the refrain 
repeated by mystics and gnostics. 


So long as you can see yourself, your prayer is of no 
use. Get rid of all your aids, and then say “God is 
great.” 


So long as you can see yourself, your prostration is 


of no use. Get rid of your existence, and then say 
“God is great.” 
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ناڻوڍيءَ SUE «Ss‏ آعلئ ڪيو 
مورت ۾ مَخفي ld‏ ضورَتَ by‏ سیبی 
ڪي ات ڪيهيء ڳالهه پریان ي ڳجه ي 


جن وڃايو 2535 کي. سي GE‏ ٿِيا في الله م 
نه تِن ALS‏ ته D‏ پب نه کو YÉ‏ سُجُود 
جيلان ٹیا SU‏ تیلان LIÉ‏ بوڈ ي 


SUH‏ ئي ae‏ پرین جي نه پَسَنڍِټون 


نیرانا ي gs bs‏ آچ پرنِ کي 


fs‏ کاڈا GS‏ جه دنو مُنهُن مَحبُوب جو 


è a <‏ ےئ 42 zs ae‏ 
چ٤‏ جُسي ۽ جان. کر خضوري SF‏ گیو 

اکِيُون JE‏ الصباح» دوسث Ko‏ ییون 
آپیندیون آرداس ہے بي نه NS guó‏ 


زچندیُون رءَ پاھ. پرچندیون پرینء سين 
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Through adopting nonexistence, creatures were exalted. 
Concealed in outward form, the real shape of the divine 
was kept. What can be said here of the beloved’s secret? 


Those who have destroyed their existence are effaced in 
God.“ There is no standing or sitting in prayer for them, 
nor do they perform prostrations. While nonexistent, 
they are joined with existence. 


If your eyes do not see the beloved as soon as the sun rises, 
take them both out and feed them to the crows. 


Take out your eyes before you break your fast and present 
them to the beloved. Seeing the beloved’s face is equal 
to eating seventy dishes. 


Eyes that have beheld the beloved at dawn have had their 
breakfast. Entering his presence is as if one’s being, 
body, and soul have performed the Hajj. 


At dawn the eyes come to see the beloved. Standing in 
worship, they do nothing else. Dyed without alum, they 
delight in the company of the beloved. 


Every day they weep and they rejoice to see the beloved. 
They keep coming back after seeing him, but even so 
they keep searching. They never have been sated with 
seeing him, nor ever will be. 
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493551 اکزین تيء 548 gd‏ گرین 
جیلانة من سِکٹون, GAS‏ دعوی مَنچھ دزیر 
olf‏ ۽ گرین» هن پَزچن پاق 4 


olih کي آئونء جان ڪي چُهلُون‎ ois 
لوک لَتاڙي 45 و و ساچن  سوائُون‎ 


مُون کي ماریائون. Hb‏ پر Ost‏ 


این HOY‏ مَتِ٬‏ پاق سين پائهین SE‏ 


ES جتي جان‎ ost وي‎ J 
جي ڏني رة نه جزي‎ cha ته ڪا گاله‎ 


g5‏ آرو مونهان بُچي نه سيو 
Ji‏ 5 اژبُون. SF‏ چون نه چارو 


هينئڙو ويچاروء وائُون جهلیو 4049 


اک الي ذار ونء لو عام سين 
ج لهوارو لوگ وهي» تون وچو 5 اوپارِ 
منجهان وچ on 3 les â‏ پرينءَ SS‏ 


تان ج لن سامهان» پُنیرا سُونهن 


سَنئون ورائی شهرین» مُنهٰن = OS SLL‏ 
os‏ سپ رَچّن, تن ې تازائي BS‏ 
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The eyes are angry and furious with the eyes. Since 
they learned to long for him, the whole business 
makes them quarrel. They laugh and are 
annoyed, they are cross and they are happy with 


themselves. 


Ihave placed many obstacles in the path of the eyes. 
Treading the world in their sleep, they have found 
the beloved. After killing me, they return satisfied 
with themselves. 


The eyes take counsel between themselves. They go 
where life is in danger. The only thing that avails 
there is to sacrifice one’s life. 


The eyes fell in love without asking me. They went 
and got caught in the place from which there is no 
escape. Consumed with pain, my poor heart waits 
fretting beside the road to the beloved. 


Decide to do the opposite, oh my eyes, and go the 
other way from most people. If people flow 
downstream with the current, you should flow 
upstream. Look straight ahead, and go back 
toward the beloved. 


The beauty of the beloved is turned away. But if he 


turns around to face me, my veins are filled with 
delight and my body is filled with fresh energy. 
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S سان پّسین پرينء‎ oF سي ئي ذارٍ‎ ost! 
گھٹو ریسارا شپرین‎ oli بي ڈانھن ڪيم‎ 


ديک 4 نون سین Po}‏ جي مَجازیاٹِٹون 4S‏ 
کین نه شجاتو شپرینء نهاري نین 
پرین سی پَسَنِء ټئي جنین OKS‏ 


مَجازي م مب گر تنپٹون l‏ نه پیر 
پُچي ٿئين ته پیره هاري حقيقيء جي 
سَنفِین شونهائي صَيَحکاء ڪا مُون مُنجھائی 
edb‏ ۽ تخصيلء اوریان BIS‏ 

مان تَنْ Cd‏ لا جت آه نه ناه کا 


چټ آه نه ناه ڪاء ای خاڪيءَ جو خیال 
جات جو جمال پان ئي ټري ٹیو 


جان تَنْ ڪيوءِ نه تیگن OL aw‏ في BEA‏ 
پرين پائیندا یئن٠‏ توک AS‏ ہہ 


اکن ۾ في ویڈ ته gil‏ واري کیان 
توي ڏسي نه ڈیڈ آئون نه پُسان ڪي پیو 
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Keep the eyes with which you can seethe beloved. Do 
not look at others, for the beloved is very jealous. 


Do not look at the beloved with the physical eyes that 
are in your face. Those eyes cannot recognize the 
beloved by gazing at him. It is those who close 
them who see the beloved. 


Do not make these physical ones your friends, do not 
look around with these dark eyes. You fool, why 
do you not ask for the path to the true beloved? 


There is plenty of guidance on the straight path, but I 
am led astray. Seeking and getting are both near at 
hand. My being is set on the place where there is 


no “is” and no “is not.” 


Where there is no “is” and no “is not” is not something 
that can be conceived by earthly man. The beauty 
of the beloved is beyond the power of sight. 


Until you make your body thinner than a needle, how 
will the beloved find you in his eyes? 


Come and dwell in my eyes, and I will close them. The 


world will not seeyou, and I will not see anyone 
else. 
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گر کي گر کاءِء SU‏ مَٹیارو SSI‏ 
اپو جو اونای شر پُرِ م2ندي URA‏ 


سجن oS Ugo‏ لوکان SS‏ ونگیُون 
سندي Fh‏ 85935 95513 


حوصلو EHS‏ 4 گري کین درک 
oa‏ وگ z n pza 2 ee. ele‏ 
جو حشن شندو حق» سو 39S‏ 55955 کین ڪي 


حوصلو حيرت ب BS‏ یو ویچون 
مُحَبَت جُون میچُون» ڪوڙ پژوژی کین ڪي 


مُڅي هانيء تي ماوروء آي oll y‏ 
مُناژین rb‏ سین ISS‏ کین od‏ 
ي kail‏ فيل oS‏ چا شجائنِ 
sass‏ سَزدارنء یرٹ by‏ گري 


مَحژومَ 3 مَړي chy‏ ماهر ق نه مُا 


چڑٍيء جين چهنج هئ لّذِیاتُون us‏ 
ځباټ led ٤‏ انهيء واديءَ وچ 4 
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May some poisonous snake, somecobracome out and 
bite my rival, who standsthere listening to the 
murmured words of the beloved. 


The beloved performs straightforward actions, but in 
people’s minds they are twisted. To understand 
the puzzling ways of the beloved is difficult. 


Reason is lost in wonder, it cannot grasp anything. A 
blind personcannot understand the beauty of the 
beloved. 


Reason collapses in wonder, it breaks into pieces. A 
blind person cannot understand the hints given 
by love. 


The blind men quarreled about the dead elephant.5 
They felt with their hands, being unable to see 
with their eyes. Actually, only the sighted can 
recognize the elephant. The power of helping us 
see is vested in our spiritual masters. 


They died deprived. They did not become masters 
before their death. They left like sparrows 
pecking their way out of a pile of grass. They were 
just like bubbles in the valley of this world. 
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WG aS‏ 235 ُؤلڏ٬‏ وّنء اوڈانھین پيهي 
تهان مَنجھیبی, پارک پركج حَق 


ez ge 


ذِسَن ذسین ې. ته همة BFS‏ چئين 


آڈو جو اثبات ي. سو شرڪ Zaks PY‏ 


Gh‏ جنهن ۾ حَقء تنهن تَفيء جهو ناه کو 


ól‏ پر نه یمان o>‏ ےت گو ڪوٺائيين 
غا ُدهنجي دل م. fi ID 6A‏ ۽ شَيطانْ 


کوڑو ون i‏ سینء کافز م کوناء 
هندُو Jó‏ نه آهتین, جٹیو تو نه جُگاء 
ong Sb‏ کي لاہ مچا جي شزت 


obg‏ زي زبان Jo cn‏ م هچارو 
Ol‏ پر ویچارو ویجهو ناه وصال سين 
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Wearethesame as theonewe long for. Go and 
enter the place where he does not beget, norishe 
begotten.’ From that place, oh seeker, seek out 
divine reality. 


If you can see properly, you will say that everything is 
divine reality. Oh blind polytheist, do not doubt 
this truth. 


Get rid of doubt, of the polytheism that gets inthe 
way of affirming God’s existence. There is nothing 
like the denial in which that existence is affirmed. 


Faith does not come about by claiming to recite the 
profession of faith, when the heart is filled with 
deceit, polytheism, and the devil. That makes you 
a Muslim in appearance, but an Azar® within. 


You are false in your unbelief, so do not call yourself 
an unbeliever. You are certainly no Hindu, nor are 
you worthy of the sacred thread. The forehead 
mark is properly put on those who are true to 
polytheism. 


Your face is clearer than a mirror, but you are black at 
heart. On the outside your speech sounds fair, but 
in your heart you are foul. Thinking like this does 
not bring one near to union. 
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ُون کا ال eh‏ ون و عون 
ڈوپینائی ڈور گري مغر 
شهیریان جي شونهن و ژخنو کون slo)‏ 
اک سهد slo‏ ته مُسلماني مائئین 


شرمُون سياهيءَ جو رَننِ کي رهاء 
کان کارائی٤‏ ج؛ AG HS‏ م sl‏ 
کن ۾ GY clos‏ لالنَ ي 


شرمون FS pro‏ جو؛ جڏهن BL‏ جن 
تذهن US‏ تن FH‏ ريي SHE‏ 


شزمون مُفيديء جو جَڏهن 999 OF‏ 
تذهن GS‏ تن, Alls lel‏ ۾ 


مُون تان لکائي گھٹو is)‏ ڪي روشَنْ 


رسيو ریزالن S‏ منجهان رَرديء Ob‏ 
ويري مُون 555 ڳاله ZY SS‏ 
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Apply the mascara stick of union to your eyes. Get rid 
of double vision, and enjoy the state of gnosis. It 
is wrong to find any fault with the beauty of the 
beloved. Look with the eyes of I bear witness? so 
that you may be reckoned a true Muslim. 


The blackness of mascara is suitable for women. As a 
man, do not apply blackness with a stick. Put the 
redness of the beloved on your eyes. 


When they put red mascara on their eyes, they saw the 
splendor of a scarlet wedding outfit. 


When they put white mascara on their eyes, they saw 
whiteness in the world. 


1 hid it thoroughly, but it was shown clearly by my 
tears. Suspicion was aroused in those wretches by 
my tears. My color was my foe, and revealed my 
secret. 


Hundreds of thousands of rivers all swirl and seethe 
within me. May I burn inside, without any smoke 
escaping. 


The self is a veil over yourself; listen and mark this 
well. It is existence that stands in the way of 
union. 
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مُون مُونهين ۾ سَوّجي: مُون کي مُون جُڳاءِ 
مُونھین جي ساجاء مُونھین مَنجهان مُون ٽي 


رط 


هين اِئن AS‏ آن ي ٳئن نه چُوٹو 


ble پچي‎ Bate نینهن نه‎ ous 
ڪئاءُ ٿي سماجوگ مچنین‎ Ji we 


3B‏ نِزدیکونء سَهي نه سَگھان CE Ls‏ سیئن 
O48‏ پري سندون. آٹون نالي ڳيڙي نجهران 


پیو جو OGL‏ سو ڪن 58 کان پالهو رهي 
سالگ مُون سیکارِ کو یه Epil‏ پانڈ جو 
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Seeker, listen to this: the selfis a veil over yourself. 
When there is no prevarication, all veils are | 
removed. 


“It is in me that ‘I’ is produced, so I am worthy of ‘I.’ 
It is the awareness of ‘I’ that produces the T from 
me.” This applies only to him,” it is not for you to 


say. 


Love is not created in a grain jar, meat is not cooked in 
husks. How can faulty methods be used to bring 
about union with the beloved? 


I cannot bear him looking at me closely for a second. 
Seeing him is a distant prospect; even mentioning 
his name causes me distress. 


My beloved tied me up and threw me into deep water. 
He just stood there and told me not to get the hem 
of my clothes wet. 


How can someone who falls into deep water be sure 
of not getting wet? Oh traveler on the mystical 
path, teach mea method of keeping the hem of ` 


my clothes dry. 
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هنئون حقیقت هیر ون» Slo‏ معرقت ڄاڻ 
هوء ثابُويء سا ته پُسٹان پالهو زهین 


گوژي ڪج م گدّهین. کي پاننج فانک 


ته چاڑئی چُنيء پان اوسا گنهي رین 


شتوئی سيچ گهرین» WS‏ ڏئين نه gle‏ 
Alo‏ ريء سیثان. مَتان نوندین نه چژهین 


ضلخ چن BH‏ سین. سيج مایندا سي 
Ui lii Ghai‏ یو ان پر Uh‏ ي 


z 2 ۳ a 
ي ٿيا حل ځبیټ سین: سمهن تن تٌواب‎ 


Dl خوش ڪيائون‎ nw 13 هیرائي‎ éy 
دلیان تین 999 ٿيو‎ IGE اوسيڙو‎ 
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Make the Way your support, recognize the Law. Get 
your heart used to Reality and know the place 
of Gnosis.1? Remain resolute and keep safe from 
getting wet. 


Never utter falsehood, consider it to be a dry branch. 
Be aware, oh deserving one, and like the yogis 
keep your loincloth tight. That way you will make 
it across while keeping all four corners of your 
hem dry. 


You just sleep, demanding a comfortable bed, and do 
not trouble yourself at all. But unless you please 
the beloved, you will not be reckoned of any 
account. 


They who please the beloved are the ones who will 
enjoy their marriage beds. Standing as Those who 
believe and are constant in righteousness, they are 
chosen and are adorned as bridegrooms. 


Sleep is meritorious for those who are united with the 
beloved. Getting their eyes used to sleep, they 
dream happy dreams. Waiting and pain are far 
from their hearts. 
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oy OF دَنبُورو‎ Jd مَنْ مَڻيوء‎ end G5 
جُون, وَحدّت سر وَجَنِ‎ Ob گنڈون جي‎ 

وَحدَۀ لا رگ A‏ اهو راڳ o$‏ 

سي شتائی {u eyfle‏ عبات آن ي 


وائی OA‏ 
ڪي آنهین منجه آهيء ob‏ ي جُهونا بَسجَنِ جُهوپژا 
I‏ 93 سيئي آگهیاء جن کي کون چتائی 
ذاریان پانتن ڈارِیو SY‏ پریان سين کائی 
GI‏ آولیاني تخت ols‏ ټنهنجا پاق Jhe‏ 
پنهنجي چلي پٽ م. رف اين جي Sh‏ 
خدمت گر خلق سین, پانڈ گچيء ۾ ہائی 


آدیُون عبْڈاللطِیف 65 |تاهین ڪي آهي 
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For those whose body is a rosary, whose mind isa 57 
bead, and whose heart is the lute, the strings of 
seeking resound with the mystery of unity. He is 
one and he has no partner?’ is the tune their veins 
play. They are awake even when asleep, for sleep is 
their worship. 


There is something about these old huts we see. 58V 

Although no one notices those wholive there, they are 
accepted at his door. 

They are considered strangers, but they eat with the 
beloved. 

My saints are beneath my robe کا‎ is the clothing in 
which he dresses them. 

Noone besides me recognizes them.'5 He does not let 
them be seen as strangers. 

Leave your own ideas on the ground, and follow what 
they think. 

Serve them courteously, humbly covering your head. 

Sisters, says Abdul Latif, it is here that you will find 
something. 
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٤‏ شر کنیات 


سہاجھا سر چزهیو ڏوراپو نه 2S‏ 
مان ڏي مَدِيُون ین Éa‏ سجاین ۾ 


تون LE‏ أهوثي» جو هُتِ sed‏ ٿو پرینء S‏ 
ol ate OT‏ ي. ذیانء جو روئی 
ھیکاندِيءَ هو سانگ 6 595 سَجٹین 


رهیا آهينِ روځ و نت چنین جا نین 
وماسیا جن ویۓ: ٿو تارِيء ني تن هنئون 


رات osia ost Glee‏ پاي گمري پٌل 

Se ۾ ایلاچون, چنڌن چري‎ hl 

مون تول سين گالهزي, ٻي گنهین م Ja‏ 
sb‏ ڪندو Jb‏ ته oF oS‏ ي 


چودهینء LS‏ تون آپرینء هسين گرئین سینگار 
SH‏ پريان جي نه oS oho = ni‏ هَزارَ 


ف ری ر رکه با ماخ 


جھڑو تون سپ چمان تهژو AS‏ دوست جو 
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The beloved is goodness, because he is goodness. 
In his mercy he does not confront me or offer 
reproaches. I am surrounded by defects, but the 
beloved is filled with good qualities. 


Oh moon, you are the one who sees my beloved there. 
Give him the message I give you as I weep. May I 
be together with him, and may he not go away. 


May my beloved be together with me, and may he 
have no occasion to go away, he whose eyes dwell 
in my soul. My heart relies on his support, he 
whose words are measured. 


The night is bright and the land is level; you need 
to be resolute, brother. Before you depart, eat 
cardamoms and sandal as your feed. It is you to 
whom my words are addressed, do nottellthem 
to anyone else. Cry out as you go, and make my 
rivals envious. 


Full moon, you rise after decorating yourself in a 
thousand ways. But although you may employa 
thousand contrivances, you can never equal the 
beloved. He surpasses your lifetime of beauty in 
an instant. 
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سھسین سجن آپري» چورايي OS‏ 
باللہ ري oh‏ سَپّ آونداهي پانئیان 
کہ مو OR‏ پاژیان نه پرٹن سين 
ون آچو ې Ès fka ly‏ سوچھرا 


LE‏ چوانء RH‏ جي مَلي نه پانئئین 
glé‏ اپرین سشنهژو گذهن آپرین کچ 
OS‏ ۾ بريني Bs‏ تو ۾ ناه پیشانی پرینء ېي 


گٹی jld Sy‏ مان» جان کیائون ناژ FES‏ 
شورچ شاخُون جهکیون» کومائو 355 
تارا ڪَتَيُون CIT‏ ٿياء ديکيندي FIs‏ 
جهڪو ٹیو جَوهَلٍ جاب جي جمال سين 


تارا تيليءَ ژوے SID‏ أپرین 


SRE‏ تو ضبوح. 5565 Slo‏ سَجَثین 


توڈانھن گھٹو coble‏ تارا تیلاهین 
سَجَن جیذاهین» تون تيڏاهين آپرین 
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Many suns may rise, eighty-four moons may rise. I 
swear by God that without the beloved everything 
seems to be darkness. 


Oh moon, how can I liken your beauty to the beloved? 
You shine white at night; the beloved is always 
bright. 


Oh moon, I will tell you the truth, if you will not take 
it amiss. Sometimes you come up thin, sometimes 
you rise full. A fire blazes in your face, but it is not 
the equal of the beloved’s forehead. 


When he raised his eyes drunkenly and cast his 
graceful looks, the rays of the sun were lessened 
and the moon was dimmed. The stars of the 
Pleiades were humbled when they saw the 
beloved. Before the beloved’s beauty, jewels lost 
their luster. 


Oh bright morning star, you rise like him, and 
your brilliance at dawn matches the beloved’s 


brightness. 


Oh star, I often gaze at you, because you rise from the 
place where my beloved resides. 
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دو سو سیت 
ÉRA‏ مايء ia‏ 556 | تین نه ڪَڏهين 


b - - -‏ ع . سا fe‏ 
تارا تر تروکنیون مَٿن aab‏ 


کوء سي FoF)‏ مون پرینء پُجاثا پیتژون 


ناسيندي BIS‏ پھرین ڪج پرین ڼ ڏي 
آحوال عاجزن d>‏ آکج لگ ail‏ 
روژ نهارین Bly‏ اکیون آوهانجي آيبري 


چگا gr be‏ « يها کی مَُجٹین 
abe‏ آگٹ viz ssal‏ جي پنیج 
چھیٹو گالھائیچ؛ پيرين وجهي IRD‏ 


یز GS LE‏ پرین» تو |وڈا 092 299 
G0‏ شتا وله Use ٬‏ َري حَپُورٍ 
پیرین آثُون نه SS Bb gag‏ نه پور 
جنهن تي چزهي أَسُورٍ منجهي مَجَنّ سِيٽيان 


من ۾ مُشتاقن ي. ڪي رنجائی راند 


پرین ڈیساندَر پاند, dF‏ گرهیان ڪن سین 
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My beloved dwells in a distant place beneath that star. 


My beloved is as sweet as honey, he never turns 
bitter. 


There are freckles, moles, and beauty spots on my 
beloved’s face. Accursed are the nights I endure 
after he has gone. 


Oh moon, as you rise, cast your first glance toward the 
beloved. In the name of God, tell of this wretch’s 
state, of how my eyes every day watch the road in 
the hope of your coming. 


Good moon, deliver my messages to my beloved. Rise 
over his courtyard. Speak softly, humbly touching 
his feet. 


Rise, oh moon, and gaze on my beloved. He is near 
you but far from me. He lies sleeping in the cool 
night with his hair perfumed. I cannot get there 
on foot, and my father will not give me a camel to 
mount early in the morning and ride toward my 
beloved. 


Lord, when in this life will you bring us together? 


Lovers’ minds are where love’s torment plays. My 
beloved is abroad; to whom shall I tell my secret? 
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هنئڙي Sea‏ سارياء ڪي aigh‏ هیر 
آي Y‏ نه دثین» 5 مق پلنگن پير 
d‏ وژونهن وي odd‏ ڳرهيان ڪن سين 


جو مون رات وسالي» نی سا سا 
ون نه وهیئو Bb‏ ویٹی نی نچوئیان 


ڪرها سر d4‏ وک 5 پاء 
منهنجو هلن أتهین» جتي Cale‏ جاء 
توک SS‏ چاریانء بیو و لالي کاء 


آئین ebi GI‏ جیئن هونډيء رات هت مِژون 


OSS وگُون و جُھ‎ lyó Le pó 

سنیین شپیرئنِ Boz‏ با 05 iy‏ 

JS‏ جهوري دي Dle‏ ته هوندِيءَ رات Sb‏ وژون 
آٹی 055 55 جاءِء مان مُکريُون چٌري 

گةاثورو ڪَرَهوء لِکیو GY‏ کاءِ 

GI‏ مي سندي cele‏ مُون کي گالھڑین گوژها کیو 


میا مج منت آج منهنجي گڑھا 


جهاگيندي 55 yk ORY‏ گرئین کت 
شپیریان جي Éa‏ مُون کي ÁS‏ میزئین 
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My heart is thinking of my beloved; where will he be 
now? Darling, you do not come and step on to 
my bed. Now is the time for intimate talk, but to 
whom can I tell my secret? 


Ihave no camel or horse to take me to my beloved by 
night, and I cannot get there on foot. Iam helpless 
and sit shedding tears. 


Camel, stop being lazy and step out. I need to get to 
where my beloved lives. I will feed you sandal, 
while the rest of the herd eats ٥6 bush. 
Move, camel, so that I may be with him tonight. 


Young camel, stop being lazy and step out. The road 
to my beloved is straight, don’t think it is crooked. 
Stop being so lazy, look sharp, and let us meet 
there tonight. 


I took my camel and tied it to the tree so that it might 
feed on the buds. The perverse camel secretly 
ate the Jari bush. Mother, the way it behaves has 
driven me to distraction. 


Today, oh camel, listen to my plea. Don’t get anxious 


as you cross the land and water. Take me to the 
company of my beloved and let me be with him. 
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Sh UF JF‏ جاء موتٹنِ کُتټس مال 
گويفي جي گڑھاء هيدي پاینء Ji‏ 
OLS‏ چارینء Se‏ جي مُون رات زسائئین 


میا تو مها سچي OLE‏ سون جي 
چاریّنء GUS‏ چوتیون» نايو مينديء SIS‏ 
سندي gay‏ جي مُون رات زسائئین 


HI‏ نه وچ وگ سین چَري نه چانگو 
لڳيس OG Sb‏ چ, نهوژیو نانگو 
چَذي سر سانگوء MP)‏ پرین جي 


آج نه آڳينءَ وا گرهو جیئن ڪاله هو 
gil 551‏ نه ڪريء پاهوژي I‏ 


بي Sob‏ وڌو واث ولٍن کي 

حبر ٽي کیٹ oS BS‏ وڈوڑا Blo‏ 
ره حاکت چدي. وريس نه وائي 
چانگی چريايء ویئی ويچاري وسري 
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I decorate your neck with rubies and put pearl 
necklaces on it. Now I will place a silken 
saddlecloth over you and feed you lots of sandal 
if you get me there tonight. 


Oh camel, I will put a leading rein of gold on you. I will 
feed you buds of sandal and bended branches of 
henna, if you deliver me to my beloved tonight. 


My camel does not go with the herd to graze. It has 
been struck by the arrow of love, which has 
utterly destroyed it. It has given up all concern for 
its life and creeps along the path to the beloved. 


It moves in the midst of the herd and grazes on 
sandalwood. Mother, I cannot see the footprints 
of my camel clearly. It seems to be at one with the 
world, but at heart it grazes over there. 


Today the camel is behaving differently from 
yesterday. When it comes into the courtyard, 
it does not long for its nosebag. Perhaps it has 
grazed with the herd on some poisonous creeper. 


The camel greedily thrust its mouth into the creepers. 
The owners of the field became aware of this, 
and the watchmen threatened it. The camel lost 
its courage, and not a sound emerged from its 
mouth. The wretched camel forgot its high spirits. 
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وني سیت hg‏ پاء پنهنجي گرهي 
Tr nz‏ 


وَليُون واس وٌرنمُون. 05 9h‏ مي پٽ 
چانگی 25 چّت. ته پوء نه رَهندو LS‏ ري 


p‏ کي گنین 439 GU áy‏ جا 
ليڙو EGY‏ کي چريء نر سان تین 

suis File‏ چت مب Colo‏ وجه مَیین 
اوباهیوس Abd const‏ سان آطیف چئي 


چانگی چُئی چکیاس. مَٿان Zo‏ نه ll‏ 
جنهن ول گھٹا Gl Llog‏ سين of‏ لگیاس 
چودّاري چندن 55« پَچي ES‏ پیاس 

ژثاري رٹ گیاس, PIE gP Sr‏ 
ی آژائینس, چڈیو ته چيڪ ٿيو 

کارایان 9255 DG es‏ پائینس 

دَانوَنٍ تنهن ڈائینسء چنن چري ۽ چنگهي PB‏ 


ڈو 5ستي ڈو پین سيني شنگهر FS}‏ 


ماء 12 منهنجي ڪَرهي» تازي VB‏ هیر 
تنهن ڪامَنَ BS GRE‏ جو مُونهین وت مس PI‏ 
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Twist strong ropes to tie up your camel. Sweet- 
smelling creepers are spread across the plain. 
Once the camel has got a taste for them, it will no 
longer stay put without a hobble rope. 


To keep my camel still I put many hobbles on it. It 
dragged its ropes with it in order to graze on the 
Jani. Lord, set straight my camel’s mind. In your 
mercy, make him right, says Latif. 


Iam tired of telling my camel not to go near the ak? 
plant. But it has become addicted to the creeper 
that has robbed many of their reason. Plenty of 
sandal trees grow all around. But this perverse 
beast has made me weep tears of blood. 


Get up and and tie it tight; if it gets loose it will run 
free. If I feed it, it becomes refractory, so puta 
saddle on it. Hobble it so that it may graze and cry 
out. 


It has hobbles on both forefeet and on both rear legs 
and chains of steel around its chest. Mother, my 
camel is in the habit of eating fresh flowers. Who 
can put a spell on it? It hardly stays with me. 
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ڪنين Gale‏ گیاء ڪين پنپولئین گرها 
اين متي اکياء پڙ ې پیز ELS‏ 
و ڪ وسرياءِء ېدو جتن MS‏ وهین 


کائی نه GBT‏ چندن جا چُوپا ڪري 
EGY‏ جي لغا ميو مَتارو کیو 


چانگا ULES‏ نه (oF‏ میا پئین نه موگ 
551 اوڏو نه وچین» کیو GSN‏ وگ 


چغان کوڑ y‏ حکاليُون. پنجين کین پاۀ 
ميو تنهن ماڳاءِء ڏيهاڻي INS‏ چري 


DISS گڑھو کوڑین ڏيئي‎ gh SYS 


ایلاچیون آهُرَ ېه Toh‏ مي کي پاء 
کت نه گند و کاء جه پلائیو ته پرینء مژي 
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Who has puta spell on you and led you astray, oh 
camel? You have blinkers on your eyes, and 
your feetare chafed by the oil press. Have you 
forgotten your herd that was bound and used to 
turn the press? 


It does not eat the white flowers of the khatanaharu* 
plant, and it spits out sandal juice. It does not go 
near fragrant plants and takes nonotice of the 
sirkhandu.* The taste of the Jarî has driven the 
camel crazy. 


Camel, you do not feed on sandal or drink fresh water. 
You do not go near fragrant plants and spit on fine 
food. Why do you delight in the Jari more than 
anything else in the world? 


Two branches cost millions, and leaves cost half a 
million a quarter. That is what my camel eats 
every day. 


Give millions to drive my precious camel. Put plenty 


of cardamom in its feed. It will not argue at all 
when saddled, but will take me to my love. 
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وا 
توٹی oS‏ تُونء يا آلا تو £9533 نه چذیان 
مون کي سو مُشاهدو, جي مُنهن نه GSS‏ مُون 
مُون ٻيا در گھٹا نهاریا؛ آهئین تُون ئي تون 
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Oh God, although you chase me away, I will not leave 40v 
your door. 

For me it is as good as seeing you, even if you do not 
show me your face. | 

I have seen many other doors, but you are the only one 
for me. 
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مان پُچُنئی شبرین» چتان لاھ م چڙ 
اين جا اَم گن ته خا ي نه ٿئين 


مان پُچُنئی شهرین» چت ۾ رکج Eur‏ 
سوۀ ڈُثاری Slo‏ ڪر Blo‏ سان پیت 
سامُونډي شچیت. د ته پُھچین پا ي 


مان B55‏ شبرین» چتان لاه م چوڑ 
Hb 15 cue‏ مان ماري کوژو کوژ 
Gb‏ 5 ندو هوژ مٿان تو معاف BS‏ 


مان پُچُنئی شبرین» چیتاریج چٹ 
دائِما ڏوريءَ و پسین ولائن وٹ 


کایو حگمایومِ؛ موتی مون نه وَڻجيا 
سيهي جو Ahi‏ چئی, 355 وهایوم 
ههژو حال سندوم. توھ تنهنجي lei)‏ 


گج گمایوم کول 65 ail iké‏ جا 


پچرو جو GIL‏ جو سو چويء تائين 59% 
علوم آٹیئی مُوژ گُوڑھا انهيء ڳاله جو 
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So that the beloved may think of you, do not remove 
the thought of him from your mind. Accept all his 
commands, so that you do not deprive yourself of 
his favor. 


So that the beloved may think of you, keep thoughts 
of him in your mind. Wash and clean your sail and 
make it white with soap. Sailor, remain aware, so 
that you may get across. 


So that the beloved may think of you, do not remove 
the idea of him from your mind. Destroy and get 
rid of false thinking from your heart. In this way 
you will be relieved of the terror of the other side. 


So that the beloved may think of you, keep your mind 
fixed on him. In this way you will see the wealth of 
those lands in your telescope. Always keep your 
boat clean, sailor, and stay close to the pilot. 


I dealt in glass, I did not deal in pearls. I did business 
in lead, says Shah. Such is my state; I rely upon 
your grace. 


I traded in worthless glass and broke my contract with 


God. I filled my frame to the brim with sins. Fool, 
do you have any awareness of this? 
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اد وج مو 


جوکو ژغي م جَهاز DS S‏ آي م فیت 
لک ڪا م آپیت. هن غاريي SE‏ 


byw‏ منوان لاجو توان» مُھاٹا سندن مير 
سائي سَقَر gka LS Ae‏ سير 
جي اَچَنِ سان اسک سي بیزا کین ٻاجھ سین 


سیبی دنم ژوند. وگڑ جن وڃائِيو 
جيڪي منجه جَهانَ» سو تارِيء تي ننهنجي 


طف ي لَطليف چي. تو ون يي ڪان 
GUS Jie‏ آثُون نه» کو فیرو J aé‏ جو 
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You traded in worthless glass; arise and communicate 
with God. Remove deceit from your heart; truth 
is what pleases the lord. Oh jewel, light the fire of 
love in your mind. Arise and approach in sucha 
way that your trade may be successful. 


Turbid water, waves, white water, floods—there is no 
end to the water. God, do not let the boat collide 
with a sandbank. May no danger befall the boat, 
and may no damage affect its timber. May this 
poor craft not suffer any blow. 


Their sails are straight, their rigging is new, and their 
sailors are skilled. The companions set out on 


their voyage over the ocean with a favorable wind. 


As they return with longing, may their boats be 
protected by your mercy. 


Drops of water leaked through the planks. I saw the 
tears of those whose goods were ruined. 


All that is in the world is dependent on your grace. 
There is no shortfall in your grace, says Latif. 
I cannot be saved by justice, so let your favor 
operate. 
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ساري رات شبحانء Sle‏ جن ياد کیو 
آن ي عَبْڈاللَطِیف چي. é go‏ لڌو مان 
کوڑین گن لام ST‏ آچیو Fol‏ 


سَئين وَهن سیر و ماگ موتی لال 
جي ماسو جُڑیئی JL‏ ته پُوجارا پر یکین 


سی پُوجارا پر ٿياء سمنډ سیویو OF‏ 

: ُون Grok‏ مان جُوتی جُواهرن 
ڌاون de Ah‏ لاون مان لهرن 

کانهي قيمت ین له مهانگو ol‏ جو 


سیویو جن شبحاڻ» ویر نه وژهي تن سین 
توبَة جي BU‏ سین» تري ويا طوفان 

ڈیئی وگل تکیو آڑ لنگھیا آسان 
کامل حشتیبان وچ ۾ BIS‏ واهژو 


سارى رات «Glas‏ 939% ڪَن صاحټ سين 


بانهپټ يري بیژیُون» هليا جوپ جوان 


Gh‏ پَهلوان. لحظي eS) ami‏ ويا 
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The ashes of those who spend the whole night awake 
in remembrance of God find honor, says Abdul 
Latif. Thousands come before them and offer 
their respects. 


Offer your devotions to the sea, where so much water 
flows. Hundreds of jewels, pearls, and rubies 
lie within its depths. If you obtain the slightest 
amount of that treasure, oh worshiper, you will 
become rich. 


The worshipers who offered their devotions to the 
sea became rich. They brought bunches of gems 
from the deep. In the waves, says Latif, they found 
rubies beyond price, so precious is their value. 


The ocean did not fight with those who were devoted 
to God. Their repentance got them through the 
storm. Holding to their trust in God, they easily 
traversed the swift current. They had a perfect 
pilot as their helper in mid-ocean. 


Those who are truly aware trade with the lord all night 
long. With slavelike devotion those brave heroes 
fill their boats. The champions cross the sea in an 
instant. 
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ee ee re E 
پيهي مَنڇھ پاتاز =« ماگ میڑیائون‎ 
سین‎ Gb آٹی ڈنائونء هیرو لال‎ 


pól LIF le آچاژا غمیق‎ 
Ke کاژونیاز‎ Ll Slee OB RE 


ويا جي عَمیق ڏيء مُنھن ڪائو BS‏ 

تن سیون سوجهي گیپون» پاتاران پيهي 
aias‏ آمل این سین 

آڏو ڇڪَڻ چاژ مُنهنجي موج نه سهي مَڪُڙِي 
ميزي مَناینِ جو doen‏ چازهیم باڙ 

55 چارو ناه کو بَديُون بي شماژ 

ڪَپڙ کاژونیا, آکارئین احسان سين 


ویر A‏ لاي وی مي 5l‏ اوژاه ج 


ood‏ پاژي وارثونء کج اندیشو ايه 
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Divers know the way to explore the ocean. They have 7 
entered the depths and gathered gems. They have 
brought up handfuls of diamonds and rubies and 
given them away. 


The divers have entered the white waves of the deep 18 
sea. They have crossed the waters and entered the 
pitch-dark whirlpools. Those who know the sea 
bring forth priceless gems. 


Those who went into the sea with protective glass 19 
over their faces’ entered the depths and sought 
out shells. They are the ones whose eyes will see 
priceless gems. 


Muddy swamps and surging waters lie ahead; my 20 
boat cannot withstand the waves. It is loaded 
with the countless sins I have accumulated. They 
cannot be described; my sins are innumerable. Be 
merciful and get me across the dark shoals. 


Be mindful of this deep water’s current. Look at your 21 
neighbors and become concerned. Do you not 
see the world going toward the harbor on the far 
shore? 
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CSE أونھي >55 مان اي آگی جو‎ sue 
مان‎ gh جئن ہڈا اکاري‎ hd اي سائينءَ جو‎ 


تنهن واحد کي aly‏ جو Fs‏ سبيني کر 


کُوها ڪاله gS‏ أن وڏا si ji‏ 
آلا جُهري 4 آن > اولي جي آئی 


وَنجازن 35« 355 وڏو بیژیین 


555 سو وهاع جو AS‏ پُرائو نه ٽي 
و (SYA‏ ولات مب ڈرو ئی نه slo‏ 


-y 
۳2 


سا ڪا $b‏ هَلاءِء آگه جنهنجي Ugi‏ 


اوریائین cod!‏ میزیو مُْلم خُبرُون 
سا تان Ld‏ نه ین جتي Jag b5‏ ڪري 
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There is one thing in the mind of man; God does 
something else. It is the miracle of the lord that he 
rescues people from the deep whirlpool. It is the 
power of the lord that he takes the drowning out 
of the deep water. 


There is one thing in the mind of man; God does 
something else. It is he who casts people into 
the whirlpool, and it is he who rescues you from 
the abyss. It is the power of the one God that he 
delivers everyone to a safe destination. 


Trusting in the north wind, yesterday they unfurled 
their sails from the mast. Oh God, may the blade 
of their rudder not suffer any damage. The traders 
have loaded their craft with merchandise. 


Trade in the merchandise that does not become old 
by being in store, and that does not incur the 
slightest loss when sold abroad. Use your wealth 
to do business that will bring you salvation. 


Pilots gather and bring reports on waters close to 


shore. But they provide no information on places 
where the current rages. 
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بيزي پُراني وکر پاء تم ورو 
تري ۾ تن پياء پاسَیٹون BY‏ 
jlog dd ep‏ ره کالھوٹی RLS‏ کي 


Biss‏ پیاس, پاسَیثون پاٹی وهي 
گوهو Sad‏ جهنو ٿيوء 929 سب لژیاس 
جیلان jd‏ سکائیاس, وهي تي 25 سامهون 


ویلو )5 Ko «pid‏ ڏيهاڻي DHS‏ 
شنباهي dies‏ چئيء مئی نینبوء ینس 
وٹائی وذاندر؛ لاو لگائینس 

آخر أَجرائینس, ته جوکو ین نه جهاز کي 


Zl‏ سو 12933 جو FES‏ سوءِ تن سین 

شي لوڪ آطیف ge‏ یاد نه ذرو ڪيوءِ 
SA SOLE J Be‏ تی آندوء 

سو Fe‏ چوهي کان زکین» جو يو پُرائو پوء 
جھاژ ضعیفن جو پانيء ۾ چرتوءِ 

سيد ساٹ سندوءِ gb‏ بنتر ھچائین 


جُتو وانء GES‏ گذیو GLE‏ سین 


وريندي E>‏ پاز GDS jio «gd‏ سا 
آچن تا آواژ iaa Glee‏ جا 
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Your boat is old, do not load it with too much 
merchandise. There are holes in its bottom, and 
water leaks through its sides. This time is gone; 
think about the day that is to come. 


There are holes in its bottom, water flows in through 
its sides. Its mast is nowold, and its rigging is all 
loose. So long as the steersman is strong, it keeps 
going against the current. 


They stop its holes and oil its timbers every day. After 
these preparations, says Shah, they launch it into 
the sea. They twist strong ropes for the boat. 
When they finally set sail, no danger befalls it. 


Now you have come and seen the shore that you had 
only heard about. Asleep in the world, says Latif, 
you did not remember God at all. Heedlessly you 
have brought your boat into the whirlpool. Oh 
God, preserve this old craft that has been worn 
out by the swift current. We are weak, and our 
ship sails under your protection. Lord, deliver 
your company to Porbandar.? 


Oh boat, go with the larger vessels. As you sail across 


tothe other side, take strong equipment with you. 
The mighty sounds come from the ocean. 
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SH! SGU وچ دریاه» ڪي‎ HS 
Last هو وادي وائیاء سي شونهن سپ‎ 
LB ماگ نه اگنین» فزني مَنجھ‎ sles 


ملاح ُبهنجي مَڪُڙِيءَ. اي چوز چزهیا 
چتي hyd Bey‏ تي تاري PES‏ 


بیزیاتا gu‏ تو نه قَبَندیون OBIT‏ 
سَچِمُون Osh‏ شمھین, 3 شکانَ BS‏ 
Gare TLS‏ پار پُجَندَّءٍِ خُبرُون 


035 نه‎ SI تک وقگراء جت‎ b5 
AF سامُهيُون» جهجهي زور‎ B5 وداندرپیون‎ 
وِجَمنِ‎ hlds نيد و ۾ ناتاریُون‎ 

ملان gali‏ ون ري 34 گالهزي 


«dug leds‏ تو نه سرندِي شاه ري 
مک پنهنجي مگزي, SF‏ ڪر چيلي 
Lol‏ پاگژین جاء سَمْنڈِ ٿو سيڪي 


جي لنډا ۾ ليي ویر وژهندي تن سین 


ناگٹو نکهّبان Bld‏ مُنجي خبژون 
چن ساري گنيو شمنټ gia oj‏ جو ساماڻ 
لطف سان لَطِيف چي. تن لنگھیو طوفان 
سَنہاري olai‏ وجي عادنئون اکتا 
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The boat is in the middle of the sea; will it drown or 
will it emerge safely? The pegs the carpenter fixed 
have all rotted. The pilots are not in their former 
place; Frankish pirates? have taken over. Sailor, 
robbers have come onto your boat. Where big 
boats have sunk, we trust in you to save us. 


Boatman, you cannot manageto do both things. You 
sleep all night but have the rudder beside you. 
In the morning you will be asked to account for 
everything on the other side. 


The currents are swift, and the boats cannot stay at 
anchor. Only with great difficulty canlargecraft 
progress against the current. The traders cast 
anchor weights into the waters. I have heard 
fearful reports from the pilots. 


Trader, you will not be able to manage without the 
lord of the sea. Oil the timbers of your boat and 
make it sound. The sea strikes the sides of the 
boats. The tide will attack those whose accounts 
fall short. 


The sailor who keeps watch delivers reports to the 
captain. By God’s grace those whoare carefully 
equipped for the voyage pass through the storm, 
says Latif. Remembering God, they have got back 
from Aden.‘ 


RISALO 


445 جان 35 ته شکاٹیا م شمھو 
KS‏ ٿو ES‏ کري؛ جئن مائي منجھ مهي 
ایذو شوژ سَهي, ننډ نه ڪجي LSU‏ 


شتا مب Á‏ سندي 4123 آسري 
owl‏ پٹ شمهو, LSU‏ بندر ناه AF‏ 
جن جي سید لچ BS‏ سي سپ ۸ لنگهیندا SoS‏ 


ئي تحقيق لَسلِیم ہے لاهي Abs BE‏ 
قادژ سا 45 Jalb‏ ڪري BEL‏ 


چگا ڪَنِ چگايُون, مَنايُون RS‏ 
جو وَڑ جُژي جن سین سو وڙ OS Sa‏ 


مَيَن متي bcs‏ گهیتن سذ گرین 
سات نباهیو نین اي پر GALS‏ سَجَڻين 


سا T5935‏ گالهزي وَڻجارَنِ وتان 


116 


۳۷ 


۳۸ 


۳۹ 


١ 


37 


38 


39 


40 


41 


42 


5 || SIRIRAG 


Oh helmsman, do not sleep when there is danger in 
the harbor. The whirlpools nearthe shore are 
churning like curds ina pot. Do not sleep and put 
yourself through such suffering. 


All lie asleep, trusting in the captain. You too can 
sleep, oh watchman, for there is no danger in the 
harbor. Those whom the lord protects will pass 
safely through all difficulties. 


Entrust all that you do to God. Turn your will 
completely over to him and let go of your sorrows 
and cares. In his mercy, the almighty will help you 
succeed. 


The good perform good deeds, the evil commit 
evil. They each behave in accordance with their 
natures. 


He loads the baggage onto the camels and calls to 
those who are exhausted. It is the way of the 
beloved to make sure that the caravan reaches its 
destination. 


If you recognize the value of doing business, you 
will do nothing else. Learn about this from the 
traders, from whose hands you may most humbly 
gain pearls. 
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CS نه پژوژین‎ ي٠‎ Syl a sgi fal 
جت گُذْجیئي جوهَريء مات تهین مَٽِ‎ 
ري رد کیو‎ BB تن‎ Led سين‎ Gow جنین‎ 


۷۰ 


سودو IS Ug‏ جنهن ‏ جواهڙ ناه ڪي 


جه ضرائن nll‏ ته تون پٹ TH‏ سون 
IERE‏ کون نيئي گّینتء گڏونءَ سين 


eh‏ پایو ee‏ آچيندي لچ مَران 


ويا سي وینجھار هيرو لال ونژین ېي 
تنین سَندا پویان: سيهي OU‏ نه سار 
yee‏ کت ghd‏ ها ي osl‏ پیئیین 


وجن م وینجھار EBL‏ جي US‏ 
GE‏ پايو آکنین, of)‏ مَیَگنهن سار 
موتيء جي مزاج جو؛ قدژ مَنجھ SUS‏ 
صرائیٹون دا ماٹگ مُلاحظو B‏ 
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Do not offer priceless gems to those who do not 
understand the business. Deal in gems only where 
you find a proper jeweler. Those whose business is 
with gold reject worthless glass. 


Oh gold, go toa proper dealer and do not do anything 
else. Abandon the trade in which there are no 
jewels. 


Oh gold, if the dealers move on, you should move on 
too. Nobody else will value you properly; they will 
take you and put you next to a brass pot. 


Glass is bought and jewels are rejected. I hold truth 
wrapped in my hem, but I am utterly ashamed to 
offer it. 


Those jewelers are gone whoused to pierce diamonds 
and rubies. Those who have come after them do 
not even know the value of lead. In the places 
where they used to be, blacksmiths now hammer 
base metals. 


May those jewelers who assess precious gems not 
depart! They puta loupe intheir eye and assess 
all of them. They determine the value of a pearl’s 
quality from its circumference. Without the 
expert eye of the dealer, the value of the gem is at 
risk. 


119 


RISALO 


ماڻڪ gb Ls‏ پییء ‏ پُرزا ٹیو 
مجو تان سَیِڈ چني هي لک سوا 
يي پُجاٹاء مان پري ٹیو 


چقی ماڻڪ ماگ تي چوران تکیو 
سَنئون تِن شڀاڳ٬ Lal‏ جن اوباهیو 


چوژ آپو ol‏ چوء. ته آئون Goal‏ آهیان 
ي آبي اکن هوعء نه SI‏ کي ڪونه لهي 


هرن لیکو ناھ کو چټ ó‏ ڪن کارا . 


آچازا عي جا gS!‏ اوپارا 


Sips Sie Mle وذاین گان‎ alles 
ې‎ ASI آهي آز‎ GLI ٹنھنچي آج‎ 


مُلاحظو مَھرانٌ جو مُور 4 لاه مَناء 


سامُونډي Shia‏ ڪيء es) Beats‏ ساءُ 
Sle‏ جر متا تاري وانء SIF‏ 
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Touched by a woman, the jewel was broken in its box. 
When perfect, says Shah, it was worth thousands. 


Later, when broken, its value was more than a 
billion. 


The place where there are jewels is where thieves 
gather. Those who keep their precious treasure 
safe are extremely fortunate. 


The thief í keeps saying: “I am the one whom eighty 
eyes cannot find when I am hidden.” 


There are waves without number, dangerous shores, 
and dark whirlpools, white breakers onthe deep 
sea, and a powerful swell is running. Get up, oh 
heedless one, or the water will overwhelm you. 


Yesterday large and powerful ships were cast into the 
whirlpool. Today it is your vessel on which the 
waters have set their sights. 


Never let your mind be unaware of the dangers of 

` the sea. Sailor, be alert, although you delight in 
sleeping. Stay awake and sail your vessel over the 
water to the other side. 
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تاري وانۀ را S‏ مَنجهان مَوج ملاح 
دانون YES‏ دریاه جون, آونهي جا BIST‏ 
ve‏ ي صلاخ وَْ ته ویر WAT‏ وَچین 


شونهان سَڌِيون G2 «2s‏ دیوانی دریاھَ جون 
j=‏ اوڈائی BS‏ کي. زو Be‏ سودین 
SIs jae‏ رات S‏ 355 وهائین 

ساث نباهیو ٽِينِء ثابث ٳِنهيءَ jun‏ مان 


BS‏ فونا پارچاء By‏ پاتاٹون 

کولیون قیمت سَندِيُون تَر پم تاکیائون 
لان منجھ لطیف چي. پیزا باون 

ندز تيء چام جو SURES‏ چیائون 


جي Pst‏ چوژیائون. سي بیزیُون زکین باجه سين 


وچينءَ جان ويهي جر $5 پائیان 

چان وَڻجارو سين وگرین: مَرَها مپيني 
خرمت ساڻ ځپیټ چ, شونگیا نه سیبی 
پائهین أؤءِ پيهي. LS‏ کيڙاڻو U‏ 


تانگهي ۾ تاٹیء J5‏ پنهنجو تُرھو 
اونهي ۾ آڻي» کو ته ڈینڈءِ کو ېیو 
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Boatman, sail yourvessel across the waves. Thosewho 5 
knowaboutthe deep lament the dangers of the 
sea. Take the advice of the experts so that you may 
cross the ocean. 


Experts deliver reports of the turbulent ocean. They 6 
do not go near falsehood but only deal in truth. 
Their business is with the helplessness that comes 
in the middle of the night. They bring the whole 
company safely across the sea. 


They put cloves, cardamoms, fine clothes, and 57 
lustrous pearls aboard. They placed valuable 
stores in its bottom. In its rigging, says Latif, they 
tied floral decorations. As they went aboard, they 
made offerings to the holy Prophet, that he might 
in his mercy preserve the boats that they sailed on 
the swift current. 


In the evening I sit and pray to the ocean, saying: 58 
“May the boat reach harbor and may my beloved 
come home!” This is my concern. May they all be 
happy, like the trader with his merchandise. By 
the grace of the Prophet, they were not stopped 
by the customs officers. The sailors who voyaged 
afar have entered their own country. 


Pull your raft into shallow water and tie it up there. No 59 
one else will bring it to you in the deep ocean. 
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ڏوري له GUIS‏ جم وهین ویسرو 
هَڪيو هوئج هوشیاژ KT‏ کِنونڌيءِ اوچي 


جيڪا آچیئی سامُهينء پانئین سا منئین 


55 م ترا توق , گھٹو ål‏ گموري 
WI‏ ۽ ِخلاص جاء سره TH‏ سوري 
alg 555‏ جو؛ تنھن ۾ پائج توري 
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Seek out the generous lord and do not sit there 
carelessly. Be alert all the time—lightning strikes 


suddenly. 


The lightning strikes, but unluckily you have been 
overcome by sleep. Those who are not fearful for 
themselves are lost. 


Sailor, be alert and keep a tight hold on the rudder. 
A mighty wind blows and the Indus is turbulent. 


Those who are filled with thoughts of self are lost. 


The stars have no rest, the rivers have no peace. You 
are content with what you get. What can you 
know of true wealth, when you sleep through 
every night? 


The ways to God are difficult and hard to travel. Even 
those who belong to that country get confused. 
Enter the white breakers that confront you with 
profound love. 


In your body, search hard for the vessel of his mercy. 
Fasten tight the sails of devotion and sincerity. 
Weigh the merchandise of prayers and put it 
aboard. Thenyour boat will not be lost before it 
gets to Aden. 
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0 جي سیوین, تِنین ماڻڪ میڑیا‎ dow 

چلر جي چوئین, تن سانکوٹا ۽ شتیو 
وائی ٦‏ 

سائین ILS‏ بات وو تن Bb‏ تنڌا باز 

توک آرش ش آگژژنِ چ 

پاتا پاژیواریین» AS‏ منجه پاتار 

8 و پُوز کری, آئی تنهنجژي وار 

سَچيُون رات تيون شمھینء > کيو منجھ خماز 

ڪ تو ڪَنين نه شي Gb‏ جي هاکاز 

تائِبَ ٹیو ٽڪڙاء سَچي اي سَنپارَ 

ننبٍ نه ڪجي ايتري, شٹج آدا يار 

سائينءَ مُڪين سَچ oS‏ تون 959 منجھ JUŠ‏ 

ڪ تو گنین AS God‏ ي JS‏ 

گهژان ئي رءَ گھڑی, BI‏ تُھار 

هو جو Sab‏ شارگ جو زان رک تا 

ڪل ت تفس ذَائِقَة angall‏ پڑھو ِي بَچِارَ 

شڪاڙ تون شٌھبارٌ جو؛ تون تان مَنجھ شکاز 
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Those who offer their devotions to the sea gather 
jewels. Those who search the shallows only find 
conches and shells. 


Your companions have loaded up, oh. Your eyes are 
full of sleepiness. 

Your neighbors have cast off their anchors in the 
middle of the ocean. 

The ferry is full, your turn has come. 

You eat your fill, then you sleep all night 
unconsciously. 

Have your ears not heard the announcement of 
departure? 

It is the time for speedy repentance; this is true 
awareness. 

Listen, dear brother, do not sleep so much. 

The lord sent you for the truth; you are false as you 
stand in line. 

Have your ears not heard the roar of the whirlpool? 

I enter the water without a pot,’ putting my trust in 
God. 

Keep me safe, merciful God, from the doubts of those 
who do not believe. 


Every soul shallhave a taste of death: recite this advice. 


You are the prey the falcon hunts, yet think yourself a 
hunter. 

On that day brother will flee from brother? is what it 
says in scripture. 

My boat is in deep water; come to me, oh my refuge. 
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tpl jar ay‏ ین satel‏ چت بچندا از 
و آچج os‏ اوسار 

لک مزيي dÍ‏ هُنگهين ويا هزار 

ڏنئه جي aul‏ ي. Ligh‏ ٿئين پُریین پا 


bie‏ جال نه نټهي» شنج gl‏ شنیاز 
چم وسارئین ويسراء پ oy x‏ جي پلکاز 


oy 
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So many moments were lost, so many thousands of 
opportunities were wasted. 

If you had given them to God, perhaps you would have 
crossed safely. 

In your house you gathered riches, which came up to 
your knees. 

It is called carrion’? in the Traditions; this is the 
likeness for the dark world. 

You did not share it with the poor or fear the wrath of 
God. 

She runs from her husband, so how can she go with 
you? 

Life does not last forever; listen to this carefully. 

Oh forgetful one, do not forget the terror of the 
grave’s walls. 
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1 شر سامونبي 
á‏ پاسي گھارِ ST‏ سامُونډين g‏ 
وچهي ي جَنجارِء چم وَجَنئی اوهري 
á‏ پاسی Ji bs‏ سامُونډين ي 
مَنَ ۾ پاري ced‏ جم وَجَنئی اوهري 


á$‏ پاسي JT doy‏ سامُونڊئن جي 
تون ويسري وک HS‏ « هو پُوریندا 4555 


تنگرئون نیٹین: مَنْ اوليءَ نه اوهري 


ژئان هن نه شپرین, ST‏ گریان AS‏ 
مونکي PIE‏ چیتن» ویو وَڻجارو اوهري 


نه سي تز ھوڑاگء نه وایُون وَنِجِارَن جُون 


Uns‏ سامونډین È ral d>‏ چڪيَيِ چاگ 
مارينم فراق» پازیچیون oin‏ جا 
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Stay beside the sailors’ anchor cable, woman, in case 
they raise anchor and leave you, casting your 
heart into distress. 


Languish beside their anchor cable, mother, in case 
the sailors raise anchor and leave you, setting your 
heart on fire. 


Sit beside their anchor cable, mother. The sailors will 
travel abroad, while you walk about unawares. 
Why do you not go with those whose homeland is 
the ocean? 


The oar cannot push my heart away from the anchor. 
My merciful beloved has captured my heart with 
his fine qualities. 


Those were the days of my youth, when my beloved 
departed on his travels. Though I weep, my 
beloved does not stay. Mother, what can I do? The 
trader has put me ona pyre and set sail. 


There are no boats at the landing place, nor traders in 
conversation. Today, my friends, I am suffering 
from the wounds inflicted by the sailors. 
Separation from my beloved, oh my neighbors, is 
killing me. 
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by‏ اوهري F eal‏ چذي ماڳهين 
YS‏ جا SS‏ ٿياء بِثان نه موٹیو کوء 
گونڈژ ماريندوءِء ويچاري ويڼ جو 


آونهي ۾ اوهري» جذهن ويا جي 
موی ماگ نه آئِياء elo‏ سامُونډي سي 


کارو تین oS‏ جیکس 23 وري ویو 


Lal‏ جتائین, o‏ تن تژائیین 
سامونبین سائين» واء سَڻائو وارئین 
سامُونڊ يڪو Kas‏ آهي 5.4595 گاڏئون 
انگن چاژهي آنگ» ویو 91235 اوهري 


ars‏ وسري شال, جو تو سودو سکیو 
اڃا آئین کال پٹ ٿو سَقَر منبهين 


گریو جهلیو روءِء BS‏ مُهُري IAD‏ 
کوء سودو eg did‏ جو تون دولیا سکیو 


الوزٌنَ نه «5S‏ 35 وذائین ونجه کي 


35 آجوکي راتژي, SY‏ مُون لائ 
وَج م فوژاي ايڏي سَفر شپرین 
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He has sailed away and left me completely abandoned. 


Ages have passed, but no one has returned. Oh 
wretched girl, the pain caused by the one who has 
departed will kill you. 


Mother, the sailors who sailed away to the deep ocean 
never came back. Perhaps the swift current of the 
sea flowed over them. 


May they arrive back at the harbors from which they 
sailed. Oh lord, may a favorable wind bring those 
sailors home. 


Love for a sailor is mingled with grief. The trader 
sailed away, leaving my body on the gallows. 


“May you forget the trade that you have learned. You 
only arrived yesterday, but you are already getting 
ready 0 ۴ 


Holding on to the oar post, she weeps, with her hands 
on the prow and saying: “Accursed be the trade, 
beloved, that you have learned.” 


She does not let him row away but holds fast to the 


oar. “Stay for me tonight, my dear. Oh beloved, do 
not forsake me and go on such a long voyage.” 
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ee‏ زِینؤُن مَندوم جئن مون پیلي ob‏ ٹیلیو 
سعیو سامُونډِين سین. آگهین تان نه يوم 
as bats‏ هُئومِ٬‏ پاڻ وراڪي رَس سین 


هنگڙو ٻيڙِيءَ جان» PS‏ پي ڈینھن ٿيا 
پُڇيو تان نه پریانء کرلاهو قي کذهین 


جيڪر sl‏ هان, ته ڪريان ژوځ OLS}‏ 
Jf‏ ډو Ae‏ سان ef‏ هون ڳر لگی گالھیون گریان 


ڏيندا مُون ڈگنِء bi‏ وجهندا چندژو 


134 


\o 


16 


7 


18 


19 


6 || SAMUNDI 


“Perhaps my love was weak, for him to embark and 
leave me standing there. I made no advance plan 
to go with the sailors. Otherwise I would have put 
myself in the boat and coiled the rope around me.” 


Do not fall in love with those who wander in boats. 
When they sail out to sea, the women standing on 
the shore suffer pain. 


“Like a boat ina bad harbor, my heart has been ina 
bad way for days. My beloved has never bothered 
to ask after me.” 


“The ends of the grasses are full blown, and the north 
wind blows. Come to me, beloved. I have made 
thousands of vows for your return, my husband.” 


“If he comes now, I will enjoy myself in conversation 
with him. Mother, may I embrace my beloved and 
talk with him.” 


“Mother, if my beloved comes, I will quarrel with him, 
saying: ‘You took many days to come, but you told 
me that they would be few.” 


As soon as he gets off the boat he talks about leaving, 


giving me over to grief and casting my heart into 
the current. 
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موني چیاریو by‏ جي کاله ڪري 
933 اج اڏيوء هنئڙو ڪوٽ TH‏ جئن 


چمکیون چُوڈارَ دَجُون ڈاڑیچنِ aa‏ 
ا آئیاء هسين ري يا سه 


Gl‏ پڻ وایُون oó‏ وٹجارا éz‏ جُون 
Gl‏ هارا شبرین. ژئان تان نه رَهَنِ 
doi]‏ جهليندي ڪيتروء Jil‏ سامُونڊين 
4% چوژي oF‏ وڌا by‏ بار 4 


لاهیان جي نه چتان, آلا آن م وسران 
مَڙهيو منجهاران» AZ‏ مُنهنجو جن سين 


کین تنوارین» ماء سامُونډي LS]‏ 
مونکي چیارِین؛ وايُون 5155 جون 


لي Si‏ اوهرياء واوندي 655 


gilu گھٹو ئي گهوریان» سؤدو‎ sil 
Sol ور‎ ds اکن جن آچن»‎ 
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“Restore me to life by talking about my beloved. 
Today rebuild my heart, which has fallen apart 
like the collapsed tower of a fort.” 


The flags of the rich merchants look dazzling in every 
direction. Mother, the sailors have returned, 
making a fine display. The crow? has been talking 
about them since yesterday. 


Today the traders talk about going. My beloved is 
going to leave, and will not stay even if I weep. 
How can I stop the sailors, mother? They have 
raised their anchors and sailed their boats out into 
deep water. 


I cannot get him out of my mind; oh God, may he not 
forget me. My deepest being is intertwined with 
him. اک‎ 


There is sweet talk at the landing place, mother; the 
sailors have arrived. The traders’ words give me 
new life. 


They left when the north wind was blowing, and 
they return on the spring breeze. I want nothing 
to do with the sailors’ trade. For those whose 
courtyards they enter, today is a happy Eid. 
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اکن Ly]‏ جان, ته سُرتیون مون شک ٿيا 
امل پرینء مثان» ټرڪيو ہین OLS‏ 


te‏ تی سبياڻونء ند جن us‏ و 
oly‏ بحرن ې و چوژي ٣‏ 


لهریُون لنگھیاٹون, لطف سان آطیف 35 


SOF ئي سبیائون. 545 جن‎ bjw 
خبرون» پُڇي پوریائون‎ sles مُلان‎ 
سوئیائون» ;5 گنهن نه اولیا‎ S سر‎ 


۳۳ \ 


545 دیسان دیس, مُله نه ملي وارئين 
ققیراثي ویس Jal‏ ڏِيّن آتوریا 


F Osh!‏ ُوچين» وَهُون وَڻجارنِ جون 
آڻيو اکا cod‏ گثوري سمُونډ ي 


سَدُون کو oa‏ سا پنهنجي Bl‏ جون 
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If he enters my courtyard, friends, I am filled with joy. 
I give to others the precious gems that I vowed to 
my beloved. 


They mended their sails on the harbor quays. When 
these were patched and fixed, they erected the 
masts. At sea they flewtheir flags. They passed 
over the waves by God’s grace, says Latif. 


They mended their sails on the harbor quays. They 
sought news from the master mariners and 
sailed away. They sought safe harbor, and did not 
wander off course to an unsafe place. 


There are harbors in every land, but precious gems are 
not found on sandy shores. Priceless jewels are 
given by those who are dressed like fakirs. 


The traders’ wives stand at the landing place and 
make offerings. They bring musk and offer it to 
the ocean.3 


She lights lamps on water and dry land, she ties flags 
on trees and plants,“ saying: “Oh God, my hope is 
that my husband may come.” 


She who performs pilgrimage to the water and does 


not offer lamps should not desire her husband’s 
return. 
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پُران مان پُڄانء 545 مون 998 ٿيا 

نه مون Fh‏ نه TH‏ ڪي» جو آنُون SF‏ چزهان 
لیهین کج پاتٹی؛ جنھن پر پرينء مِژان 
کاژون تی گریان, تو ڌر اي ناگٹا 


سک ا 


سارو ڏينهن dow‏ تيء لهي سخ URI‏ 


جڈھین سائينءَ Cas‏ گیون, تذهن شتو ٿيا سيد چئي 
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“If I go I may get there, but the harbor is far away. 
I have no money on me to pay for my passage. 
Boatman, tell me howI can get to my beloved. I 
call out standing at your door, sailor.” 


The travelers had nothing on them, nor did the 
boatmen take them on board for nothing. They 
remained on the shore all day long until the sun 
set. When the lord helped them, they reached safe 
harbor, says Shah. 


“T have borrowed utensils and put them on to cook. 
The cold winds of winter have begun. Sighs 
arise within me as I look at the other women’s 
husbands.”5 


I stood at the landing place, and my beloved sailed 
away. There must be some serious fault in me, for 
otherwise he is very kind. 


I stand at the landing place, and my beloved has set 
sail. He has gone, placing his trust in God, and I 
will keep praying for him all the time. I will not 
lose the hope that he will come back to me. 
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کاري Bs BS‏ مني موٽيا 
909 ڪَن نه سونٌ جو 135 وهاو 
ja‏ جي cle ébe‏ تِن جا طاماغو 

سامونبي سائوء Lad‏ لوي LST‏ 


ھ 45 چوژیاء کاري کیڑائنِ 


Use AY By وڻجارنِ وري‎ 


SEE AY جون.‎ ol got ost! 
ویندیس ماء مَرِي٬ ساري سامُونبیُن کي‎ 


وڻجاري جي ماء وٹجارو نه لئین 
ايو پارهین ماه پٹ ٿو سَقَرِ Reka‏ 


َٹجاري کانداء مُون 35 ويني گهاریو 
at ci‏ 1 سو سم 
لي اتر Fly‏ دولیو Sb‏ جون ڪري 


جي تون وَڻجارو کاند. ته مُون Lb‏ م لائون OB‏ 
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After crossing the salty sea, they returned on the 
sweet waters of the river. Major traders do not 
deal in gold. What they desire are the pearls of 
the Indus. Wealthy sailors have returned from 
ransacking Lanka.® 


“Lanka, Lanka” is all that those who have set out 
for Lanka can think of. When they hear of 
Lanka’s gold, the sailors have no peace. At dawn 
they unfurl their sails and cross the salty sea. 
Those who went away for business return richly 
rewarded. 


The traders have again unfurled their sails at dawn. 
When I see their oars, my heart is upset. I will die, 
mother, when I think of the sailors. 


Oh mother of your sailor son, you do not stop him 
going. He has returned in the twelfth month since 
he started and again he thinks of traveling. 


It would have been better for me not to have married 
a sailor. As soon as the north wind blows, my 
beloved talks about going. 


If you, my husband, were 2 trader, I should never have 
got married to you. You are planning to travel 
abroad after spending only twenty-four hours 
with me. 
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o شنباهیا‎ byu gigila ڏياريء‎ J3 
روئی وَٹجارِي‎ «S وجهیو 35 ونجھ‎ 
مارِيندَء ماري» پرظ شوز رین جا‎ 


J 9‏ 3 
JT‏ گریان کیئن» منهنجو ORY‏ آپلیو نه رهي 
ویو وّتجارو اوهري» مونکي چاژهي چين 
ساممونبین ي oS Ka‏ ژئان راتو ڏينهن 
دَوهيء جن ڈگڑاء چڙهيا caw Edge‏ 
گُوندَرَ متان چندژي. وریا ois‏ جين 
ماڌر پائی «yeh es‏ وچان هاديء سِیئن 
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Seeing that it is Diwali,’ the sailors prepare their sails. 45 
The trader’s wife embraces her husband and 
weeps. Wretched woman, the pangs caused by 
your husband will attack you at dawn. 


Mother, what can I do? My love cannot remain 46V 
unchecked. 

My trader has set off, placing me on a pyre. 

My marriage to a sailor makes me weep day and night. 

Like termites, my sorrows have consumed me right up 
to my topknot. 

Sorrows have wrapped themselvesaround my heart 
like creepers. 

Mother, with humbly folded hands I will go to my 
l guide. 
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و b‏ 
۷ سر سهي 
و تک واہُژ SS‏ جت نینھُن ټک نرالي 
وارئین سا والي» هتئژو جن ED‏ کیو 


cals yb5 Sly‏ اڃا b5‏ آي ٹیو 
گهر ویلیون گھٹا ڪريوء سَرتیون Ka‏ سَنوان 
ضُورَت جا سامَژ ي ساي 3S‏ آن 


Ligh‏ نه لیو مان. گهژو سپ گھڑا کي 
Ish! lise‏ ڪيترڻونء fale‏ ساهَڙ ڪَنِ 


کین سانگو Blo‏ جو ڪي گهوریت کیو گھژن 
ساهَژ ego guris‏ گهاگهائي گمزن جي 


55 وینا کانگ» وچین ٿي ويلا ري 


گمزي گهڙو مّتِ کری, شٹی سانجهيء ہانگ 
سیځي ډُونډي سانگ, چتي Fale‏ شپرین 
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The current is strong, the canals flow strongly, but 
the flow of love is extraordinarily strong. Those 
whose love is for God the Profound are absorbed 
in thoughts of closeness. Lord, bring back the one 
who has captured my heart. 


Fresh streams flow before me here; ahead of me the 
mighty river flows. You sit at home incomfort, 
friends, safe in your husbands’ care. But if you 
once caught sight of Sahar’s lovely face, then 
perhaps you would not try to hold me back, but 
would all plunge in with your pots. 


Many women stand on the bank and proclaim their 
love with cries of “Sahar, Sahar!” Some care about 
their lives, some say they are sacrificed to him and 
plunge in. Sahar belongs to those who happily 
plunge in. 


Crows sit crouched in the trees as the day draws to its 
close. When she hears the evening call to prayer, 
she goes to seek the spots where her dear Sahar ۰ 


dwells. 
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She grasps her pot and enters the river, looking long at 
-its twists and turns. How right it is to sacrifice one’s 
head at the beloved’s feet.* This 15 the mystery of 
union. Lord, deliver safely across all those whose 
time of ecstasy is the night. 


She grasps her pot and enters the river, looking long at 
its twists and turns. She has arrived at the place of 
whoever fears the place of the lord.? Shah says: No 
fearful place will stop lovers filled with longing. 
Lord, safely deliver across all those whose time of 
ecstasy is the night. 


She grasps her pot and plunges in, putting her trust in 
God. The alligator grasps her leg, the cayman has 
her head. Her bracelets mingle with the mud, the 
current grabs her hair. Countless creatures cling 
closely to her, and river monsters maul her body. 
Whole schools of fish surround her, as Suhini is 
severed limb from limb. 


It was good that the pot broke, and good that my 
bracelets snapped. How heroic are those who seek 
the lord,? the only raft for all who drown. My 
husband, Dam, is false and foul; in my heart I hold 
Mehar. 
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It was good that the pot broke; it was actually an 
obstacle. The instrument plays in my being, the 
rebab dwells in my spirit. Without Sahar, I would 
give up great virtue. 


It was good that the pot broke, oh my heart, so swim 
for a while. I keep my eyes controlled every day. 
The chief of the herdsmen has shown me the 
straight path. ۱ 


It was good that the pot broke; do not give up hope. 
The raft of Do not despair of God’s mercy“ is the 
one for you to swim with. Desire for the beloved 
will let you behold Mehar’s face. 


Once her pot fell to pieces, her props were gone and 
the woman died. But it was then that Suhini heard 
the calls of her Mehar. 


Do not take your self with you, forget your props. 
Love will take you through the torrent and get 
you safely across. Let yourself be supported by 
longing, if you would reach the other side. 


Set off without your self, and go without any aids. Use 
steps of love to travel across the water, Suhini. 
Take love’s name and go to the side where the 
beloved lives. 
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There is no greater support than love in the heart. 
Insincere women stand on this bank and demand 
a raft. For those who go without one, the river 
turns into a mere stream. Actually, it is love that 
gets lovers to their destination. Whirlpools do not 
stopthose who seek Mehar. 


They seek so hard to find Mehar, but it is Mehar who 
looks for them. For all who feel the force of love, a 
raft is only a handicap. 


Sahar is the same as Suhini, and it is Sahar who is 
the sea. This mystery is magical, this puzzle is 
profound. 


There were many loudly roaring whirlpools and 
crocodiles in the waters where she hurled herself 
and was carried by the current. Through divine 
favor she crossed the waves, says Latif. 


Fearful is the force of the river, where there are 
mighty monsters. There are countless crocodiles 
in the water, terrifying in their thousands. “Ido 
not think I have any strength in my body apart 
from you,” she cries. “Lord Sahar, who hides all 
faults, come quickly to me in the torrent.” 
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Fearful is the force of the river, where the whirlpools 
roar. Suhini is among the wild river creatures, and 
the waves roll over her. “Come quickly and with 
kindness, oh Sahar my beloved,” she cries. “Oh 


my guide, give me your hand, and rescue me from 
the deep.” 


Fearful is the force of the river, where the whirlpools 
roar. The terror of the far bank fills my heart. 
Love destroys the force of the current, says Shah. 
Oh lord, be kind to me, and in your mercy let me 
cross over. 


Fearful is the force of the river, where many creatures 
dwell. Sailors cannot plumb the depths of the 
water. Wild beasts roam roaring in the river. In 
the deep water entire boats go under, and not a 
trace is found of their timbers. No one who enters 
those terrible whirlpools emerges from them. Oh 
Sahar, help those who cannot swim to get across. 


There is tumult and uproar in the river, where the 
waves crash. Hundreds of people with floats are 
aghast when they enter the water. Those who 
truly can swim think it requires only a single leap 
to get across. 
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To enter the water quickly is the act of the 
determined. Tentimes a day Dam taunts 
me. Reason, sense, and modesty are all three 
destroyed by love. 


Without looking for a safe place, she finds nowhere to 
enterthe river. Filled with desire for Sahar, she 
has one thought upon another. In the dark night 
and surrounded by whirlpools, she is distressed 
by fantastic thoughts. The pain caused by her 
beloved makes the river seem of no account to 


her. 


She enters where she will; only insincere girls inspect 
the riverbank. Only in appearance is her body 
with Dam; her heart is joined with Mehar. In her 
desire for Sahar she thinks the river is a ditch. 


Her route lies in whichever direction the river flows; 
only insincere girls inspect the riverbank. Those 
who are filled with desire for Sahar do not ask 
about entry points or landing places. Those who 
thirst for love think the river is a mere step. 
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It does not matter where she enters from, difficult 
places become easy. Suhini crosses safely, 
unaffected by the whirlpools. Her eyes are filled 
with the brightness of her beloved. The true lord 
did right by her, because her search for him was 
true. 


From the very first, Todi’ was a seeker of the lord. She 
had no boat or boatman, nor had she tied herself 
a rope. The middle of the river seemed knee-deep 
to her. 


From the beginning Todi was favored by love. Around 
her neck she wore her beloved’s garland of honor. 
The landing place she found is the support of all 
the world. 


Abandon that love which makes you happy, Todi. 
Away from Sahar, insincere girls put on proud 
airs. Great is your error if you spend your days 
with Dam. 


First learn the lesson of the Law, Suhini. The truth of 


Reality far surpasses the Way. It is Gnosis’ that is 
the real task of lovers. 
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Patience is found in the dwelling places of the 
grateful. Those who have been joined with him 
in union do not disclose anything about it. Those 
whose hearts have been destroyed swim across 
without any help. 


She enters the water while the rain falls on the 
midwinter night. Let us go and ask Suhini what 
she knows of love. For twenty-four hours a day 
she bears only Mehar in her mind. 


Everyone enters the water in Savan; she is happy in 
winter. In the torrent of her love she hurls her 
body into the deep water. There is no justice in the 
river, which kills lovers. 


Oh river, do not wear away these overhanging banks, 
you too will be held to account. The days of Savan 
will not be here forever. By tomorrow your floods 
will subside. 


The fires of my beloved Mehar burn in my heart. 
The burning power of love casts those whom it 
consumes into the torrent. For those who know 
about Sahar the river is as smooth as the desert. 
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“Sisters, the bells stir my whole body. Howcan I 
disclose to all and sundry the love that their 
clappers have aroused? The beloved to whose 
branch I cling sends me his support.” 


Black are the eddies and black is the night, in which 
the black snakes hiss. Both banks of the wild 
Indus are threatening. The waves strike her as she 
goes across to Sahar. She is guided in midstream 
by the tinkling of the bells. 


“Remembering my beloved is what keeps me alive. 
What will he do with me when I find him? My 
being overflows with thoughts of him. He cannot 
be separated from me, for he pervades my whole 
heart. 


The sound of the bells in the river thickets arouses me. 


My dormant feelings for my beloved Mehar are 
stirred. I will collapse at his camp on the far bank. 


I heard the sound of the bells on the far bank as I slept. 


They stirred my consciousness and filled me with 
the desire for his camp. I swear to God that the 
fragrance of my beloved Mehar has reached me. 
Let me go and see my dear one face to face. 
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Where is Mehar, and where are the bells tinkling? 
Where is my beloved’s bonfire, and where is the 
far bank? I have spent my whole life thrashing 
through the water to reach it.” 


She drank a draught of love from Mehar.® The taste 
of that drink intoxicated her. She was struck by 
the arrow of love, which is sharper than steel, says 
Latif. 


_ “May Mehar never die, and may his byre never be 
bare. May the hair of the heifers’ herdsman never 


be twisted.° Sahar is my glory, though men taunt _ 


me because of him.” 


The herds grazed the pasture, then crossed the river 
and came to an island.?° By God’s grace, says 
Latif, they will pass over the flood. 


The herds grazed the pasture and crossed the river, 
avoiding the whirlpools. Thousands will raise 
their heads in relief, as guaranteed by Sahar. Safe 
and happy, the buffaloes will get across. 
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There is nothing but the river as far as the eye can 
see; the other bank is far away. The crazy woman 
enters the waves, where there is danger to her life. 
When creatures overwhelmed by the torrent see 
their faults, they are overwhelmed. If you grant 
them your mercy, no one is in the power of the 
current. 


It is easy for lovers, even if the river rages. In the 
end their hearts cannot rest without the torrent. 
Going toward Sahar, they will sacrifice their lives. 
Sahar is the helper of those who love him. 


Realize that those who enter the water will get across. 
If you leap into the wild Indus, Mehar will be with 
you as your float. 


Shah says: Those whose eyes are fixed on Mehar’s face 
may plunge into the deep water without a float, 
and the river cannot drown them. 


“The torrent rages where my heart’s desire is 


strongest. There the swift current roars. Bring 
me to Mehar in the waves, says Latif. 
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My pure love cannot be checked, however much I try. 
Overcome by the surge of passion, I enter the 
water and sacrifice my life. To go there is a duty 
for those who have Mehar in their hearts.” 


She has absolutely no fear of Dam. She does not let 
the water wet her clothes. For the sake of Mehar 
the woman crosses the eddies in the dark night. 


“Sisters, come to me when people lie in unbroken 
sleep, for Iam troubled by thoughts of my 
beloved. If anyone speaks against me, I take their 
taunts as a compliment.” 

If Suhini had not entered the river, how would she 
ever have been heard of? She would not have 
spent much time in this life. It was the drink of 
milk he gave her that made her crazy. Shah 
says that it was love that killed her. She would 
have died anyway, but she was doubly rewarded 
through drowning. 


The whirlpools whisper to one another at dawn, 
saying: “In the middle of the night her eyes long 
for the water. Although they are given draughts to 
drink, still their thirst is not quenched.” 


How can the fish that is always in the river stink? Its 
only worry is “Where can I drink water?” 
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لهر Jase‏ لال وَمَنْ گثورِیان وترو 
اوبھارا zé‏ جاء 54 مان آچن Sle‏ 
تن ڳهڙي کال سڪ پريان ېي Be‏ 


جيڪي DS‏ تار مه ڪَنڌي سو گھیج 
55 وڏو جهاجه LL gaf‏ ۃ پُسائیج 
ساهَڙ ساگاهیج, ته ثابث لنگھین jw‏ مان 


جا هر آنتر » سامَو bls GS‏ کي 
سا $b‏ چُڑي نه ug blo‏ سا مَژ Sola‏ )5 
Sla‏ مي هیع. ته سا $É‏ ڇُڙي ساق جي 


سامَوٌ جا سینگارء Í‏ لِکیا |ي Lb‏ 
gb ugs oluk‏ توڏِيءَ جي تَنوَارَ 
ُحَبّت سان میھاژ SLY‏ لطِيف چئي 


گھیڑ آنگهیو گهاري. میثاقان Slane‏ ڏي 
آلشث )235 I‏ ی پر اها پاري 
ڏسيو د یکاري. پرت پريان جو پیچرو 


آلشت ارواحن OPLE OPIS S‏ 
میثاقان میهار سينء لَدَيُون مُون لائون 


سو موی ڪيئن پانھُونء جو مَحفُوظان مُعاف gh‏ 
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All the waves are rubies, and the current smells 
sweeter than musk. Many scents of ambergris 
come to her from the water. Yesterday, longing for 
her beloved, Suhini plunged into the eddies. 


“Tell on the riverbank what you saw in the deep. 
There is a great abundance of water; do not let 
your hem get wet. If you keep thinking of Sahar, 
you will get across safely. 


Only Sahar can undo the knot he tied in my heart. Oh 
God who listens to all, let me be joined to Sahar, 
so that this knot may be undone.” 


Sahar’s beauty preceded the writing of fate. There was 
no Be and it was,” nor any other idea. Suhini’s 
song came before the angels were created. It was 
then that she fell in love with Mehar, says Latif. 


Suhini found her entry point and crossed over the 
river to Mehar before the time of the covenant. 
She was true to the mystery of “Am I not your 
lord?” and they said, “Yes.” 13 She saw the path of 
the beloved’s love and she showed it to others. 


I have been married to Mehar from the time of the 
covenant, when God said, “Am 6 
souls. How can anyone turn back what has been 
ordained in the book of fate? 
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Gall‏ آرواکن oS‏ جُڈھن آمڑ کیو اَحَدَ 

هو G5‏ کادو میهاز 453 شهيءَ سکن dis‏ 
دلو 595 ریا ي» کیو ارادی SI‏ 

جيڪي آیس ڈانھن Age‏ سو پاري LS‏ پاتاز ۾ 


آلشت آرواحَنِ ي جڏهن جاگایو جلیل 
سُنئین راھ سَيَد (Sz‏ سونائون بی 
وحدقت ې ای م. ڪوڙين ڪي قلیل 
dLyS‏ جي «LAS‏ لکين آهوارا کیا 


کامان پچان «ol Ad‏ لُچان ۽ لوچان 
G5‏ چم ون پرينء oly az‏ نه داپان 
جي ae‏ مُنهن ڪريانء توءِ شرِرکیائی نه ژمي 


سعاري راتِ گچو گهوو agi‏ 43 آونداهي 
چَنڊ تالو ناه کو Fa‏ ھ5 : 
get ste le‏ هآ 


ڪاري رات ڪَچو گھڑو؛ نڪا سيثة ساڻ 
وجمي ويرم نه کري» پریان کازن پان 


مُحَبّت کي مهران. شڪي سپ پٹ ڈیو 
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From the time when God the One declared, 7 
not?” to the souls, her heart was drawn to Mehar 
and she desired to love him. Fate broke her pot in 
half in the current of the river. In its depths, the 
woman fulfilled what had been decreed for her by 
destiny. 


From the time when almighty God aroused the 
souls with “Am I not?” she has been in search of 
the straight path, says Shah. Only a few among 
millions experience the valley of oneness. Many 
are swept away by the delusion of the river. 


“T burn, I am grilled, I am roasted, I writhe, I yearn. 
My body’s thirst for my beloved is not sated by 
drinking. If I were to swallow a whole ocean, it 
would not make a single mouthful.” 


The night is dark, her pot is unbaked, it is the twenty- 
ninth night of the lunar cycle. There is no trace of 
the moon, the river is in spate. Suhini has come 
for Sahar at midnight. This is divinely ordained; 
why else would anyone enter the whirlpools? 


The night is dark, her pot is unfired, she has no float 
with her. For the sake of her beloved she dives in 
without delay. Love makes the Indus seemlike a 
bare plain. 
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اورار نه li‏ ويچاري وه وچ ۾ 

مُڪي EGS‏ شپرین, پیو Soho‏ تار 

ون گِھڑ ڪيم GB lei‏ سين باجمون ري 
هن پار نه «bd‏ ويچاري B5‏ وچ ۾ 

نیج نهاري نه گمزي, تنهن ‏ پیس SS‏ 

SSI آران کنهن‎ al سان‎ al 


هسين سای GA‏ توو مخ نه ني شھٹی 
شپیریان جي Eb 6B PS‏ م لاء 
GLO‏ تو چوّند ندای اسان تو أکاریو 


شپیریان جي 9 پُذین» توءِ م لڳ 

جي پانِين پرینء مِژان» ته پُور أبتي وڳ 
پاء تيڏاهين G‏ ناه جیذاهین نجهرو 
شڪيءَ FO‏ ساهَڙ ساٹی تن جو 
لَھرنِ pw‏ آطیف چني» کلهن چاڑھیو ني 
ي پجَن i‏ پَريء ین أمائی اورهُون 
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It was not onthis bank oron that one, butinthe 
middle of the river that the poor girl swam. Her 
beloved is on dry land by the river’s edge, all the 
rest is deep water. Plunge in, do not look around 
you; he shows his mercies to those who drown. 


It was not on this bank or on that one, but in the 
middle of the river that the poor girl swam. She 
plunges in without looking at the pot, which got 
a hole in it. Oh God, bring her to safety from the 
raging river. 


Thousands of oceans roar, but still Suhini’s constancy 
is unshaken. Is that how true love is broken? 


Do not set your hand on the beloved’s raft as you 
drown. Inthe morning he will say to you: “We 
delivered you across.” 


Even if you are drowning, do not touch the beloved’s 
raft. If you think you will reach the beloved, 
then go with the current against you. Step in the 
direction where there is no safety hut. 


Sahar is the savior of those who drown on dry land. He 
puts them on his shoulders, says Latif, and takes 
them through the waves. He delivers those who 
embark on lengthy quests as if the beloved were 
near. 
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شڪيءَ ي سانباھ مهد بُذین» نوء 5 
SEs‏ کانبیرا کانیون» astro‏ بَد مم ۳ 
نڪو ساهَڙ La‏ نڪا شجي Ret‏ 


بوژئین چاژهتین ون BS‏ ٻئي جو دعوی رسي نه AS‏ 
هن مُنهنجي حال جو ém‏ تی Alia‏ 
زک ڀيلي جو 255 جو آي پیو آجهور ۾ 


LS‏ ي hy‏ جاء WIZ‏ تن ڏناس 
اکئین Sole‏ دُناس, توء مَنَ کادو میهاز ذي 


اپو 3 میهان مَلاحن Lis‏ ڪري 
iT‏ پڻ وجهان هَتواء by os‏ وجهو جاژ 
گموریون کاژونپاژ مان ملنئون شپرین 


SE آپو آهُون‎ Gale کانهّن»‎ gules GLE 


تو کیتن ٻوڙي شهځيء ٻيلي مُنهنجي COBY‏ 
BLYS‏ تو تی دانهن. ڏينڈس ڏينهن قيا ي 
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If you drown in preparation for dry land, then go 
ahead and drown. Do not gatherstraw and thorn 
and sticks to make a raft. Otherwise there will be 
no call from Sahar, nor will Suhini be heard. 


What you consider to be poems are divine verses.“ 
They direct the mind toward the beloved. 


Lord, it is you who drowns and you who saves, no 
one else has any power or claim. My condition is 
known to Mehar. Save the honor of this pot that 
is entering the whirlpool. 


The herons are her pallbearers and the current is 
her bier. The cranes that live on the eyots offer 
their shoulders to carry her. When the recording 
angels}5 looked at her, her desire was fixed on 
Mehar. 


Standing at the landing place, Mehar calls out to 
the boatmen: “I will lend a hand, if you will cast 
your nets. If we trawl the depths, we may find my 
beloved.” 


Seizing the reeds on the riverbank, the lover stands 
and sighs: “My friend, why did you drown my 
beloved Suhini? Oh river, I shall complain against 
you on the day of resurrection.” 
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چي ORIN‏ پُریؤن ost‏ سن 


ت 


تُون sues‏ تن OF‏ آچیو آساري گھڑین 


سانپارا La‏ کیو Ul‏ چَوَنم آء 
هک ټکو ئي تار وهي. پیو لَؤ آهریُون ۽ واء 
ساٹی جن لل بُجهان سي نه RENERE‏ 


هاري 55 aS‏ سانپارا Sola‏ جو 
خواټ خیال خطراء تن کي $5 esd‏ 
SLUT‏ آئینو کري؛ پٌر ې سو پُسیج 
[نهيء راھ زمیج ته مُشاهدو ماڻئين 


سانپارا سیٹی, OF‏ جين جو طالِثو 
مَنْ پریان نيبي» پگھیو پاٹ ڳري 


bus‏ وژن ي ڪي هاتگ هت وِجَھنِ 
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Where the eddies whirl, where the whirlpools churn, 
swimmers did not find their rope, sailors did not 
plumb the depth. Many who do have floats stand 
trembling on the bank. How did you come to the 
place to plunge in from, you foolish girl? 


Standing on the far bank, he calls to me, saying: 
“Come!” Not only is the deep water flowing fast, 
but also the waves are turbulent and the wind 
is blowing. I realize that those who have God as 
their helper will not drown. 


Foolish girl, recognize Sahar on the far bank. Get 
rid of fantasy, fancy, and fear. Make your heart 
a mirror, and behold him in your heart. Proceed 
along this path, to enjoy the experience of seeing 
him. 


The one for whom I search stands on the far bank. My 
beloved has taken my heart, roping it to himself. 


Those who are drowning cleverly grasp the bushes. 
See how well the reeds behave, says Latif. Either 
they take those who grasp them to the bank or 
they go with them in the current. 
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3 ڪاني کانھ۲ن, 1G‏ ڪَڍِي بار مان ۸۷ 
يا GEES‏ آطیف چئی, يا ذڈریان ڪري دانهّن 

Uf ڪن چ, آهي کاله‎ 485 LES 

جيڪي دي S OB‏ ٻانهنء نات ساڻن وڃن سیر م 


آهئين هت gaz 45 Hlal‏ تار جو AA‏ 
هرون S‏ طیف چي, جهلیا جنگ óla‏ 

أونھي 35 lized T‏ آذي پا ي BT‏ 

جي پيا نھن Shee‏ تن hth‏ پیٹ نه آَجهي 

ڪَچي سان گهي. پکو پچي نه شهڻي . i‏ 
لنگھیو ASF‏ چي. وچارن وهي 

سا ڪئن نينهٌن نقي» جنهني نینهن نڌو کي 


ڪڍيا ي SE‏ سي od‏ خال خوش B‏ 0 
پاڻءَ چٹ پُسائياء ڌاءَ نه جهلي دما 

Lazu‏ پانیا égei‏ جوبٌنَ جي جمال 

آکي جا آحوال, مَعْلْھ ٿيا مهراق 4 
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The tender blades of the reed take those who are 
drowning out of the deep water. Either they take 
them across, says Latif, or they lament them from 
the start. Reeds are deservedly well known for 
saving people. Either they give support to those 
who are drowning or they go with them in the 
current. 


You must depart to the other side; construct your raft 
for the deep water. These turbulent waves have 
held back the bravest of heroes, says Latif. They 
have been stopped in the middle of the river. But 
those who have experienced the Indus refuse to 
rest on its islands. 


She goes with an unbaked potand shedoes notask for 
one that has been fired. She crosses the turbulent 
water, says Latif, and goes to her herdsman. How 
can she overcome the love by which she is herself 
overcome? 


Suhini was happy when she saw the designs drawn by 
the potter. The water washed away the pattern 
and the glaze could not withstand the impact. In 
her thoughtless youthful pride, Suhini thought it 
was fully fired. In the Indus she came to know that 
it was unbaked. 
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گچو تان کوفٔ 95 Chay 3B‏ جو 
ساهَڙ مُنهنجو شپرین» BS BSS AS‏ 
SEE‏ جي چو ته پُوريندِيَس پار 34 


ساز REA‏ سیر وہ Ob‏ کان ري 
g‏ لهريُون ویئٹون چوذاري SA‏ 
جنازي نجه مُړي. Ele Ele‏ الوٽ جي 


oR‏ شهي» « Og‏ ې وان 
کے تہ لال لَھرن وچ ې 


ڪَچو ڈیج oS JE‏ مُنھن تي موثائي 


ہچ یی جيکي Hb‏ فرما 


جُون مُنجھائیء ماريني مَھرانٌ جون 


پژ Lal‏ شپرین» WY‏ م بیراھ 
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“So what if it is unfired? The favor of my beloved is 
firm. Sahar is my beloved, it is wrong for me to 
look at Dam. Whether squalls or strong winds 
blow, I will go on to the far bank.” 


The unfired pot was quite unable to withstand 
the river and it crumbled into pieces. She lost 
her strength in the stream, her arms became 
exhausted. Pouring in from all sides, the waves 
buried her. Her heart was filled with the reality 
of the angel of death. 


The pot deceived her, its designs drove her mad. 
“Alas, alas, Suhini is drowning,” the waves 
lamented. The unfired pot killed the lovely girl 
in the waves. 


Take with you a fired pot with fine designs. Return the 
unfired pot straight to the potter. Suhini, hear in 
your heart what the lord commands. Or else the 
waves of the Indus will deceive and destroy you. 


“Tam lost, my kind beloved, come back to me. Except 


for you, lord, I have noaidor support. It is up to 
Sahar if he gets people out of the deep river.” 
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Gi‏ ي sud‏ تار مانء Sólo Ald‏ جو 
ol‏ آڈو gl‏ ڪين کي بیلیپو HY‏ جو 
séro‏ گج منھنجو کو او گر گنهین ار تان 


جَر ر تک ٿنوارء ون 53 وائی SIP‏ 
سپیبی ی یاء شورئ سَزاوارَ 
dab‏ منضور هزاز گھڑا چازهیو چاڑھئین 


لهرن لک Gold‏ پاڻي پس هيڪڙو 
آونهي تنهن ue Grok‏ واري JE‏ وماس 
چټ اه نهایت GY‏ چ, کوء OT‏ پنهنچي AS‏ 


of‏ جي تلاس, لاھ ته لا لڳ ٿِئين 
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وجان کین وَرِي؛ Ligh‏ رء چيي هي هان 
دونهینء پاسي دوس جي. ماگهین SUF‏ مَرِي 
ضوزت نه شنهن کاء ڪيس چٹ چري 
وصالان فراق ي» شجي ڳاله ڳري 

تیلاهین 455 مُنهن گنيو موٽيو وجان 


جي قيا مون, ته کر Bol‏ شبرین 
تهان 55 cyii‏ واذایُون Slog‏ جُون 
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It is Sahar’s favor that will get them out of the deep 


river. We will find support from no one else there. 


Mehar, grant me an escape from the torrent. 


A single loud cry’ is heard in the water and on dry 
land, and in the forests and plains. All things 
deserve the gallows. They all make thousands of 
Mansurs; which ones will you hang? 


Thoughts of the beloved are everywhere, and Punhun 
is present everywhere. The whole land is Mansur; 
how many of him will you slaughter? 


The waves have thousands of forms, although water 
is the same to look at. Abandon the idea of 
fathoming the deep. Where love has no limit, 
destroy your desire. If you stop searching for 
landing places, you will get near to the beloved. 


IfI do not return home and perhaps spend time with 
him without him telling me to, I shall surely die 
beside my beloved’s bonfire. It is not his form or 
his beauty that has driven me crazy. Itis said that 
separation outweighs being together. That is why 
Iturn around and swim back. 


If my beloved comes to me on the day of resurrection, 


that is quite near. The glad news of being together 
sounds more distant than that. 
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آٹون ڪ نه جاٹان ٳِيئنء ته 55 گهزي جوکو B‏ 
las‏ جا ریم > تنهن کان BE‏ ڪَڍِبو AE‏ 
هڪ لِکئی بئی oka‏ آئی اولیس اول ۾ 


نه ENS‏ نه کانهن» نکو BB bo‏ جو 
آنگ Gol‏ لکيوء چټ نه رسي ٻانهن 
ڪَنهنک ڏيان دانهن» Al Lad‏ وهائيو 


نکو سُنڈو شور جو نکو سُنڈو سک 


SiE‏ ناه عشق, پجالي پاق هي 


پرکیو wh‏ زکری, گوري کانئي گل 
رء سيراهيء Pa «fo‏ دنا سَجَڻين 


ڪي تران ڪي تار مُون» ڪي سَگهان ڪي a‏ 


آڏو ڈیج م لڳ شون هيڪليءَء وَلَها 
cald okys JS‏ کو جاٹان eS‏ پرین 


شھسین سج «gh‏ واجھائیندي ویام 
تنین سال als‏ جنین ساعتَ نه سهان 
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How could I have knownthe danger of plunging into 
the water? How can anyone avoid the destiny 
decreed by God? Fate and love combined to thrust 
me into the waves. 


It is not the reed or the pen that is to blame. Fate was 
written where no arm can reach. To whom should 
I complain when destiny moved the pen? 


There is no limit to suffering, there is no limit to love. 
Love cannot be calculated, it knows its own limit. 


The love I bear for you within me, my darling, cannot 
be grasped. My skin is burned in the oven of love 
and is set on fire. My beloved has pierced a hole in 
my heart without an awl. 


Either let me swim myself or deliver me across. Either 
let me try myself or make an effort for me. Do not 
place a barrier in my way, oh my husband, for Iam 
alone. 


Many days have passed since I sawhim; howcan 
I know who he is? Many suns have set while I 
longed for him. Years have passed without him, 
away from whom I cannot stand a single moment. 
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جات ناه کری, آنین ي اوطاق 
هوءِ جي aS‏ پیاگء پاسی تنین پاڪ Á‏ 


£99 پاڻءَ سين پانهنجو, مُورِ نه مَٿو‎ Gp 
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ساهَڙ ڏاران شھٹی هي تان Jb Se‏ 
توڏيءَ £5 شزوع cod‏ هي FF Sm‏ حال 


ساهَو ذاران des‏ اهي ۾ آزاز 
دم پاسی ۾ ڈگندو صحت وّت شنگهاز 
توڏيءَ سَندي تن ي 5وا م دیداز 


جي ud‏ مُنهن میھار ته سگهيائي hi‏ ٿي 
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Away from Sahar, Suhiniis utterly impure. In the 108 
place where he lives, her impurity is destroyed. 
She becomes pure when she is beside the milk 
drinker.?” 


Away from Sahar, Suhiniis unclean. She never washes 109 
her face with this water. If she was with her 
beloved, Suhini would bathe herself. 


Away from Sahar, Suhiniis feeble. She has developed a 110 
fever; alas for the wretched woman’s state. Weak 
and without beauty, she is sick and heaves bitter 
sighs. 


Away from Sahar, Suhini is in pain. She is sick when 11 
with Dam, but healthy with the herdsman. The 
medicine for Suhini’s body is to see him. If she 
sees Mehar’s face, she immediately becomes well. 


Love rages at me every day. Beloved, why do you not 2 
come and restrain it? 


So long as she was alive, she was ill and never rested 113 
for a moment. She entered the earth, yearning for 
her beloved. 
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So long as she was alive, she never sat at ease. After 
she was dead, she was enfolded by the waves and 
taken to Mehar. 


Blessed is the dark night, accursed is the moonlight. 
May I not see anyone else between me and Mehar. 


It was not the river, or a pond, or a lake, that drowned 
Suhini. Even after death, she went to Mehar with 
longing in her eyes. 


Far more abundant than the rains of Savan or the 
grains of sand in the desert are the countless 
favors he has shown me. 


Without my beloved, of what account am ۹٩ 

Oh slave, flee from sin, not that there is profit in 
virtue. 

There is nothing in piety, nothing inthe rebab. ° 

You will become good in yourself, if youget rid of 
impurity. 

Even the impure become pure, if they are attached to 
the divine court. 

What the dust contains you will not find in anything 
رت‎ 

The sparkles on the water are all only bubbles. 

On your way toward the other side, humbly cling to 
the guide’s stirrup. 

Swift eagle, use your talons to catch the thief.24 
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By going along ina veil, donot lose sight of the 
beloved. 

The self is subdued in union, like the inflectional 
vowels in assimilation.?? 

For the beloved’s sake let yourself be roasted, 
swallowing annihilation. 

Give the nectar of paradise to those who yearn for 
wine. 

These are all the responses of one who is destroyed 
by love. 
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Though love has consumed her, Sasui is still filled 
with love. The love she drank with Punhun is 
quite unbroken. Drinking from this spring itself 


increases her thirst. 


Those who have drunk a drop from the ocean of his 
beauty are filled with boundless and unfathomed 
longing. Their desire is quite unaffected, although 
they are always in the deep water. 


Those who bear love in their hearts are filled with 
profound thirst. Drink the cup of love, and arouse 
a greater thirst. Punhun, give me adrink, and 
quench my thirst with yet more thirst. 


Those whose hearts are filled with love burn with a 
strange fire that brings them no joy. They wander 
in the wilderness, but their journey has no end. 
They die of thirst, though they are always in the 
deep water. 


They are always in the deep water, but their inner 
thirst is not relieved. The sight of the beloved 
entails journeying through the wilderness. They 
die of thirst, though they are always in the deep 
water. 


195 


RISALO 


Slo‏ کازن Bs‏ 58 قبولی Gis‏ سه 
نژ جیین Bh Gl‏ اڇيو أن کي 


Ge EGL‏ جھوپڑاء مُورک اج مَرنِ 
ساهان |وڏو con Ae‏ لوي تان نه لهنِ 
23 نه شچائن: دانهون ڪن GU‏ جئن 


۳ پنهونء سین ادا‎ 7 we 
بانتن بَروچّنِ سین‎ ble وِجایو‎ oS 


لی کوسو ly‏ لوڪ وڑوئی لهسيو 

oil‏ منجمان آيو. ed‏ هيءِ جو ھگاء 

طیوزن گنوارِیو پُنھونء پُجاٹاء 

BS ؤُځڅوشن‎ oS GLA رسيو شوژ‎ 

مِژوئنِ موث ولو sil‏ آفسوساء 

ین کن بکاء bué‏ آرِيءَ sJ‏ گھٹو 


مهند مُحتاي گري, TAN EN‏ 
dak‏ ڪيچ دي. eh‏ م ھلائیج 
iy 515 UL‏ ۳ سسي gos‏ سان گٹیج 
اوڏي غزازیل oS‏ ويجهي تان م B25‏ 
نا ميدي نیج ته اوڏي تین S Deol‏ 


196 


10 


8 || SASUI ABIRI 


Itis good that Sasui has accepted the wilderness for 
the sake of her beloved. Water itself is thirsty for 
those who thirst within.? 


Their huts are beside the water, but the fools die of 
thirst. The beloved is closer than their breath, 
but they do not find the one they desire. They do 
not recognize their breath, but utter sad cries like 
travelers who are lost. 


When she was near Punhun, Sasui did not 
understand. When she was close to Punhun, her 
true identity was revealed. The Brahman girl? lost 
her false sense of self among the Baloch.? 


A hot wind blew and everyone was scorched. From the 
skies came the sweet scent of “Ah, ah!” The birds 
cried after the departure of Punhun. The pain 
reached the shepherd when he saw the state of the 
animals. In their great grief the beasts accepted 
death. The desert itself cried out in longing for 
Punhun. 


Be led by helplessness, and follow inits footsteps. 
Friendless one, do not send reproaches to Kech. 
Put self aside, Sasui, and take love with you. Do 
not go near Azazil.* Take despair with you, then 
you may come near to hope. 
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Do not sit in Bhambhor, oh girl, but do not go to the 11 
Harho.§ Never tell a lie, but do not reveal the 
truth. Do not suffer for the beloved, but do not 
forget the pain, Sasui. 


Do not be glad in happiness, or fear when you see 2 
sorrow. Do not destroy your house, oh girl, or 
have it fixed. You are destroyed, but do not die in 
case you bring yourself to life. 


Oh slave girl, do not slow down when you see the 13 
rocks. Gird your loins, says Latif, and hurry after 
the Kechis.® Go forward, Sasui, in awareness of 
the love inspired by the Baloch. Never abandon 
your hopes of that gracious lord. The beloved 
is nearer to you than your eyes; do not call him 
distant. ۱ 


Those who turned their attention from this world 14 
to the next reached their goal. The beloved who 
possesses perfect beauty and understanding is less 
than a step away. 


As my beloved went, perhaps he remembered me in 15 
the Vankar.” Sisters, today I have set out on my 
journey quickly and alone, soasto reach Kech by 
the favor of the Baloch. 
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I did not know the Vankar and didnot bring any water 
with me. The mountain is cruel and very hot. The 
hot wind blows on the helpless ones, says Latif. I 
am alone, my beloved, draw near to me. 


The trees of the Vankar are tall, where dark blue 
snakes can be seen. There, says Abdul Latif, those 
who are left on their own must make great efforts. 
Oh guide, come to the path of those who have no 
family or tribe. 


The poor girl had never seen the Vankar before. The 
peoplethere had no kindness; all was darkness. 
Oh my girlfriends, she fell in love with the camel 
man for the sake of suffering. 


You have left Punhun behind, but you search for your 
beloved in the mountains. You suffer hardships 
now that you are his wife. You have done wrong, 
poor woman, in looking for him in the wilderness. 
Your Hût is not in the Harho; go back and ask 
those who sit there. Go back and ask them where 
Punhun is. Spend your whole life, poor woman, 
searching for him within yourself. 


The man of the hills! is not where you thought, you 
foolish girl. Do not travel to the hills, the Vankar is 
inside you. Have nothing to do with strangers, but 
ask yourself where the beloved is. 
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Sasui, search all the corners of your house. Do not go 
far to look, the beloved is inside. 


He is the one you have taken with you, Sasui, and he is 
the one whom you seek. Roaming about is not the 
way to gain awareness of him. Ask yourself about 
the beloved, so that you may find him there. 


The one you seek far away is always with you. Oh 
helpless girl, says Latif, look for the beloved 
within yourself. Search within for a sign of him, 
for his resting place is inside you. 


Why go to the Vankar, why not search for him here? 
The Baloch is not to be found anywhere else, says 
Latif. Be strong, gird your loins, and keep faith 
with Punhun. Look deep within yourself, the 
beloved’s abode is inside you. 


Go to your Hêt with your heart, do not travel on foot. 
Do not look for his tracks in the sand of the hills, 
Sasui, but proceed spiritually. 


I ask you: “How should I travel to find the Kechis?” 
“Forget yourself and go into the desert,” I say. 
“You wretched girl, do not stop longing for your 
beloved.” 
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Do not let yourself forget your love, you wretched girl. 


Beas close as twins when they are born. 


Do not let yourself forget your love, you wretched girl. 


Rub it on your face like a piece of musk. 


How will girls who lack true passion get to the 
Vindar?’ Those who have thousands of different 
desires remain stuck halfway. 


“Everyone is full of desires, no one puts up with 
hunger. No ordinary person can movealong this 
path. Any woman who does not hold her life dear 
can travel with me.” 


Turn back, you married women, I willnot return 
without my husband. I will explore every inch of 
this mighty mountain. Nothing can separate me 
from my love for the camel man. 


Go back, all of you who have husbands. The tale of 
parting and separation is said to be a grievous one. 
It is those who have a fire burning within them 
who will cross the mountain. 
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Today, mother, I will wash my clothes and color them 3 
with ochre. I will become a yogi, mother, do not 
try to stop me. For the sake of my Hêt Baloch, I 
will wear large rings in my ٤۹٥ 


Did my brothers-in-law go far away, thinking I was 34 
some kept woman?'" I did not get up before them 
and prepare fine food. Nor did I assemble my 
companions to sing songs for them. I could not 
perform the customs of our realm. Mother, Iam 
useless; the Baloch’s promise is precious. 


First you fulfill your promise, then it is up to Punhun 5 
to fulfill his. Do not forget the vow you made to 
the Hot. 


The beloved made you thousands of promises, Sasui, 36 
but still you will have to press on in order to be 
true to the name of love. 


Having heard his promises, Sasui, do not sleep. What 7 
can you do to him, if he is untrue to what he said? 


The sun sets, and Sasui weeps tears of blood. Thereis 8 
no messenger or traveler whom she can ask about 
his country. Even though she is confused, she does 
not think of going back. 
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“My feet are blistered, Ido not have the strength to 
walk. Let no woman joke about my going back. 
My heart has been broken into pieces by the 
Harho.” 


Her friends talked a lot about going back, but the 
washergirl!? planned to get to Punhun on her first 


attempt. 


Donotlet me die after Ihave returned, mother, let 
me die be fore I turn back. Oh, may I fall on his 
footprint and writhe in agony for my beloved. 


When I fled from Bhambhor I searched the hills. I 
hurried on and reached Kech, where Punhun 
himself dwells. You are in everything, so who are 
those whom you condemn?’ 


When entered into myself and talked with my soul, 
there was no mountain in the land and no desire 
for the Kechis. I myself became Punhun, while I 
suffered as Sasui. 


I myself became Punhun, the veil of Sasui disappeared. 


The women who set out alone found their good 
name destroyed. The business they had by the 
Vindar was accomplished right here. 
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I myself became Punhun, Sasui’s beauty disappeared. 
He created man in his own image‘ was the talk of 
the trees. In her desire the mad girl took the Hét 
in her embrace. 


Sasui’s beauty disappeared, she herself became 
Punhun. Everybody’s destination lies there, says 
Shah. Our connections with Bhambhor} block us 
from the beloved. 


I was lost in delusion, otherwise I myself should have 
become Punhun. I came to the beloved and lost 
my own identity. Without seeing the beloved, 
knowledge is not of the least use. 


If you once give up your existence, you get near to the 
beloved. I saw nothing, all Isaw was God.** If you 
build your hut beside him, the Hêt will never be 
far from you. 


The H6t is in your embrace, why inquire of travelers? 
Understand the truth that He is inside yourselves, 
do you not see?!” No one goes to a shop to look for 
Punhun. 


The Hêt is in your embrace, why do you look for a 
messenger to tell you about him? W are closer to 
him than his jugular vein; ** thus your beloved is 
with you. It is your self that blocks you from him. 


211 


RISALO 


= 
One 


ووژټم سب وتا يار کازن جت ي 
T‏ 


جدانیء جو چام ڏنائون ES$‏ کي 
نگل شنهنجي مَنٌ A‏ » پاریو هوت ALS‏ 


f^ <‏ دو TPR e‏ ی و ۰۲ 
درد نه لهي داژوئین» زلف زوژ 955 
Jl‏ کال 0535« ژخساري تي ژوپ سين 


SES WS جاء‎ ge ڪاڪل‎ 


مُنجھ شهادَت سان. g sJ‏ لاد ڪري 


توتی SF bd ab‏ آهي sane‏ عا 
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Isearched everywhere for my beloved camel man. 
God encompasses everything 1۶ is the sign of 
Punhun. He himself is in everything, there is 
nothing besides the Baloch. 


He gave this sad creature the cup of separation. The 
Hêt lit the blazing furnace of love in my heart. 
The sight of my beloved’s hair has taken away my 
peace. 


His hair had a violent effect upon me, the pain is 
not cured by any medicine. Yesterday I saw his 
beautiful ringlets on his cheeks. 


She who is slain by his ringlets hardly needs a shroud. 
She rejoices in her robe of martyrdom. 


Oh lord of the mountains, do not overwhelm 6 
helpless creatures. The honor of us all is in your 
hands, says Latif. Do not say anything, my happy 
husband, to destroy this helpless creature. Oh you 
who know everything, for God’s sake be content 
with those who travel on foot. Oh Hét, do not 
abandon the one who is wedded to your name. 
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یر MBE gly‏ دُونگر مي دي 

lus‏ 3& فقبر جاء سیژون WS‏ سي 

جهژي تهژي حال سین. پُري پُنهونءَ دي 
و مان وري بانهيء ELS‏ جنهن سین 


ڈیڈ oles‏ ئي ڈور پرذینهان ري ٿيا 
سیٹن کازن شي پیئی پرانهین پُور 


ون وچین هوت خضو مُنهنجوجئڻ جیلانهین Á‏ 


هيكانديء هولي. آئی رات روان ٿيا 
ساھ Go‏ ۾ شور جي٬‏ پُنهون ویو ہوئی 


z 


old دم کوئی . ته هيڪر ھیکانیِي‎ Lad b5 


Le‏ نه blu‏ شدیژ Jo‏ دَرمانډي دوش ري 
Sb‏ وِيَڙا پرت جو زوراور 5355 
جي جسو > GS‏ ھاٹی ملک هوت جي 
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She climbs the mountain with feet softer than silk. 
The soles of the poor girl’s feet are wounded and 
gashed. Such is the sad state in which she makes 
her way toward Punhun, saying, “Oh, may he 
come back, the one to whom this slave girl is 
bound.” 


Those who would go to the Vindar should gird their 
loins. Others who intend to give up halfway have 
no need to start out. 


His land is far from mine, he is even farther away 
than distant lands. Sasui has embarked ona long 
journey to find her beloved. Oh Hêt, you for 
whom I live have gone to the court of Ari Jam. 


“We were together, then he got up and went away in 
the night. Punhun departed after threading my 
soul with pain. Oh fate, pause a moment so that I 
may once more be together with him. 


My soul has no peace at all, my heart is grieved 
without my beloved. My mighty one has gone, 
enchaining me with love. My heart and body and 
all I own are now the property of the 7 
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ریس ریذالِٹون تن سین» ڪڄاڙي کي VE‏ 
مارگ جي 558« وڏو Ub‏ تن جو 


ويلي ور نه 154 شي ملن نه شپرین 
WG BSS‏ }5 ساجن fo‏ تن کي 


راي ڪي زنجوز 5S‏ توء اکیو چژهي 
جو ود دس سی 
زهیا َڀ وُجُن مب سَشییء جا jalla‏ 

با btn‏ کو شک ته موب شین 


منجمان EO‏ ارون سب مه مخ سسې سس 
ويهي 535 Sd‏ مان» gs‏ وجمج ES:‏ 
ته تون ماڑئین Jas‏ جي پند jol‏ پارئین 


wl ته لي‎ 8 ob ته‎ Shy 
جُون, 9995 سپ وسار‎ GD هتي ي‎ 
شرِکار نیٹی رکچ ناه‎ 59938 


45 تي تون کین پَهُچندِینء پُنهونءَ سین 
سو ہیر وس سَشئيء ٿئين تهوارون GS‏ 
بي ؿا مسکین, جشت هوث sleg‏ 


مي مره 
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Those who search for Punhun spend their whole life 61 
in love. Why should fickle women strive to imitate 
them? Great is the fortune of those who die on the 


way. 


The beloved is not found by sitting or by sleeping. He 62 
comes to those who weep on the paths they travel. 


The mountain sand has distressed her, but still she 63 
climbs on. She searches the mountain paths, says 
Latif, and goes toward her lord. All Sasui’s finery 
is left upon the sands. Her beloved has brought 
her suffering, not joy. 


Look for a clue from within, and search for him in 64 
everything, Sasui. Sift through this great heap, 
and rub the dust on your face. If you follow this 
advice, you will enjoy a rich reward. 


If you catch fire, then go on burning. Blow on it until 5 
it reaches the sky. Forget all things that exist here. 
Consign all the world’s substance to nonexistence. 


How will you get to Punhun, you defiant creature? 66 
Sasui, the defiant were torn to pieces. You 
wretched girl, be humble and lose your pride 
before the Hot. 
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پر لگو hb‏ ېسو جوء جرا A‏ 


هیجان هَنجُون کټ 9 هوتن sJ‏ هاریان 
جا ضعيفيء سین پنهون پهایان 
پیهان obla‏ جي مان نیو پا سين 


روه 
و د ارف < 2 ٦‏ 
سَشئیء کي dite‏ چتی, تنگن ۾ ٹونھین 


مَعڏور تي مارو کیو |ولاگن BI‏ 


2 2 


Je Bld JY 598 رَچ,‎ Bb منجهان‎ 


لی دوڑائی دلیل ته پُنھون ماڑھو موکلیو 
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The girl has been struck by the arrow of suffering; see 
how she lies there in pieces. She does not die or 
live, but dashes herself upon the ground. Sasui is 
always ready for pain, says Shah. 


“I am helpless, without support, weak, and without 
a guide. I weep tears of blood for my lord, says 
Latif. 1 shed tears of longing for my Hût in the 
Hab.?° I will beguile my beloved Punhun with my 
helplessness. I will grind grain and cook it if you 
take me with you. 


Iam helpless, without support, weak, and without a 
guide. I have been brought to death by my beloved 
from another country.” You are the only support 
that Sasui has in her distress, says Shah. Oh 
foolish girl, when you lack any provision, how can 
you yearn to be with him? 


You are helpless, without support, and weak, but 
become strong and true. Be properly cooked, 
says Shah, as you roast upon the rocks. Anxieties 
beset the helpless girl. Through being dyed in the 
sufferings of her journey, she has become fully 
colored, says Latif. 


Azrael?! came and wakened Sasuias she slept. She 
thought that Punhun had sent his man to her. 
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منکرع S pS‏ جذهن ذنائین 
اڳيان آئی S ol‏ پُنھون پُچیائین 
ادا ٳتائين» کو ویوساث Ge‏ جو 


چث وچ ٿو زور Bl‏ تان اوڏي Ad‏ 


جمت پتي پۀ Kies‏ هاژهي پُچ م هوت کي 
شوژ شہیلی gts‏ لگ تنهین سين لنگھ 
ته شپیریان ي مگ مامتا ع|ق 
گرکو واڪو وَس, وه مَ مُند In‏ ې 
چوهي ڏاڍين ڈوتگرین: پیز پنهونء جو پل 


2 ۰ oF کے‎ ore z. oe Qa ٢ 
هوت پنهونء جو‎ £0555 «God منجهان‎ 5595 


ويۀ م وساري. چا گر م Íy‏ 3 
رمل نهاري. هلندن تان Eb‏ کیو 
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Whenshe saw Munkir and Nakir,?? she arose before 
them and asked about Punhun: “Brothers, did my 
beloved’s company pass by this spot?” 


Keep close to the Kechi and breakthe stones on 
the path where his company passed. For your 
husband’s sake, dye the whole of the sand red with 
your blood. Search the mountain paths, says Latif, 
get up and explore the mountains. The camel man 
moves quickly; hasten to catch up with him. 


Suffer hardship, go into the jungle, and do not hunt 
for Punhun on the Harho. Pain is your good 
companion, Sasui, cross the mountain passes with 
it. Then, oh girl, you may meet the band of your 
beloved. 


Woman, cry out, make an effort, do not just sit in 
Bhambhor. Climb the harsh mountains and look 
for Punhun’s tracks. If you search, you will finda 
sign of Hêt Punhun. 


Do not just sit and forget him, inquiring about the way 
he went. It is those who travel and whose gaze is 
pure who find him. 


Unguided in the wilderness, she searched great areas 
of the country. She traveled without a guide and 
did not reach her goal. 


RISALO 


واء وجاء م سوه ER‏ جنهن 45 ڪريان 
AS US‏ پرینء جو؛ پیز پرنیان تو 
تر بورائو جوہ F‏ متان Od‏ 


ڈورِ 4 تون po B99‏ گر م Gra‏ 
JE 53‏ پیرن سين» وهن وساریج 

شگن جا ge dha‏ لاگا پا لاهیج 
هنين سان هلیچ. LY‏ پاسی تر نيري 


کهي جا گنیائین» وک تنهین ويجهي SS‏ 
ڇڪيءَ چنائین. LG‏ مژونی SF‏ جو 


سَؤ ڪوھَ ڪري سَيَڪاء تون RÈ‏ گنج وک 
gib‏ مَنجهان تِک, ته LF‏ پاسي پر وري 


da» Jho‏ پوریندیّس پُنهونءَ دي 
cea] 38598 IST‏ شوریُون مجَنِ سیل 
ته گر ٻيلي آهن he‏ جي شور پریان جا سان مُون 


دوست ذنائین Jo‏ سینء وري تان ته وهي 


لانچي لڪ آطیف چي. پهتن OBS‏ پهي 
سَندي نینهن زهي. ڪي سرفراژ سَشئي 
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Oh wind, do not destroy the track Iam following. 78 
Oh storm, I entrust my beloved’s trail over the 
mountains to you. Do not wipe out the guide I 
follow in the desert. 


Do not search far, Sasui, and do not just sit patiently. 79 
Give up traveling on foot and forget about sitting. 
Get rid of any connection with joy, says Shah. 
Go with your heart, so that your journey may be 
completed. 


The steps she took in weariness brought her near to 80 
him. With one great effort she managed the whole 
journey across the Pab. 


Everyone travels hundreds of leagues, but in 81 
your weariness take just one step. Press on in 
eagerness, so that your journey may soon be 
completed. 


Now I will travel alone to Punhun. My path is crossed 82 
by mountain passes and lofty peaks. But the pains 
caused by my beloved are my friends and my 
companions. 


She saw the beloved in her heart, and didnot get tired 3 
or rest. She searched the passes, says Latif, and 
entered the rocks. Sasui was exalted by the rich 
treasure of her love. 
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iT‏ اوراهُونء شپرین gr‏ وج ېم 
موث مَرَندِيّس چبرین» تُون 0 
هوت % EP TLE‏ پنهون پياڍي 45 ۾ 


5 ر ‘ap k‏ + اش 
آء اوراهُون شپرین» ڏيءَ ديج 4 دا که 
و sls‏ مُون واگه» آري ي وئين عشق جو 


dd obs‏ نه hls‏ صَبْر شگرانو 
B95‏ زمانو مُون 59 ویو وسري 


ناه جَهعیّت جان S‏ هوت پجائا هان 


ناه جَمعیّت of gle‏ هوت پجائا هت 
پُنهونء پرت» ISS slu‏ سڪ جو 


ڪن ہی ہد ہے م eb‏ 


2 


[شازتون انِ جونء شگوتان 
وتان ويهي تن» شڻ ته سوز اف 


شش ته سوژ پرائیینء آء چیائون اج 


واي وت 2 وَج Sly a‏ آهي 
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“Come near, beloved; do not go far from me, my love. 
Come back or I will die among the rocks, and it 
is you who give me life. Oh Hot Punhun, do not 
abandon this foot traveler on her journey. 


Come near, beloved, do not inflict burning pain 
upon this sufferer. You have gone, Punhun, and 
abandoned me to the tiger of love. 


I will never give up patience and gratitude. Oh 
husband, that time of delight is forgotten. 


Since my beloved went, I have no peace. Oh God, 
bring back the one who made me experience 
desire. 


Since my beloved went, I have no peace here. My love 
for Punhun made me experience desire.” 


Become all ears, the Kechis are speaking. Do not say 
anything, they are talking. What they mean may 
be heard from their silence. Sit near to them, 
listen, and acquire passion. 


“Come, listen and acquire passion,” is what they said 
today. They have learned no other words, all they 
say is: “Flee from self.” Do not make a sound like 
an instrument; listen and let duality slip away. 
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گتاروع کوس. of]‏ آرية ale‏ جي 
Ego‏ آهي Sle jogs‏ ۾ مین جي 


eu 0‏ رګ توو 
جَلڻ رء م جل, تن رء مَتان ژئین 


sul‏ ۽ آڻِياڪ. کالهوکو ڪاڏي گیو 


ویو جاگائی جیڈِیون, by‏ هئ بیباک 
جُر فر ڪاري Sole‏ شوژ شمهاري کین ڪي 


جان سامائیئن gee‏ تان ویس ون جو ڪر 
لاهي لچ bl‏ چيء ئئ بیگاریاٹی بر 


جا پر کاهوژین. سا پر سي شي 
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The knife and the slaughter are what happen in the 
courtyard of Ari Jam. The beloved is the blood 
money for those who die on the way. 


The eyes of Ari Jam are with this blind girl. They guide 
me to the trees of the Vindar. They see the face of 
Punhun and show it to me. 


Do not call except for the calls to him, do not travel 
except for the travel toward him, do not burn 
except for the burning for him, do not weep 
except for the weeping for him. 


Where did it go, that love which always wakes me and 
woke me yesterday? That careless love went away 
after it had roused me, friends. Its turmoil wounds 
me, and its pain does not let me sleep. 


Now that you are an adult, Sasui, clothe yourself 
in immodesty. Abandon shame, says Latif, and 
wander in the desert like a vagabond. Then your 
husband the Hêt will appear before you in his 
majesty. 


The girl is not one of those who is shaken by the sight 


of the mountain passes. Sasuihas learned the 
ways of the foragers.”* 
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هثل A‏ منهن ویف : اوسژ اُس مہ ۹۷ 
تو Se‏ سی LS‏ دور جنین جو AS Š‏ 
پاڙي پاژي پیڈ وٿ GHA‏ پرينء کي 


اولاڪَنِ «gl‏ مَعدُوري مارو گیو ۹۸ 
مَتان 55 وسارئین منجهان کر ڪَچي 

لاهي لاگاپا آنگه cgi‏ سیکن ڈانھن مچي 

منجھان راھ 435 ٿيندينءَ Jd‏ لَطِيف Se‏ 


وای : ۹ 
هوء جي هليا هوت شونهاراء 

مُون نه kadi‏ پنهونء مُگیٹا 

Aces‏ پچي ساٹ جاء اوطاقُون اوتارا 

of‏ ڪي ویندا LIS‏ آرِیاٹی اھ پارا 

Usb‏ 335 هلَوِيُونء مَيَنِ سر موچارا 

مُون کي نیندا GL‏ سینء کامل کر أُجارا 

آڍون عَبْڈاللَطِیفٌ de‏ دوس آیا blaa‏ 
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Do not sit in a grass hut, girl, get up and go on in the 97 
۰ heat. You have married a husband whose land is 
distant. Enter every area and go around asking for 
your beloved. 


Troubles have come to assail this helpless creature. 98 
“Husband, do not dismiss this girl of humble 
birth from your heart.” Forsaking other 
attachments, go on to your husband and be true. 
Dyed in the way, you will become a precious color, 
says Latif. 


That beautiful Hêt has departed. I have no power over 99V 
Punhun’s kinsmen. 
Sasui searches for the homes and dwelling places of 
his company. 
Did you meet any of Ari’s tribesmen going this way? 
Their camels were decorated with bells and tassels 
and ornaments. 
He who is the glory of his clan will take me with him. 
Sisters, says Abdul Latif, my darling beloved has 
_ come. 
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۹ شر معذوري 
هلندي هوت پنهونء ۶ yeh ugh‏ ڪي BS‏ 
5G‏ تین تت لي جي لء لاآن ost‏ 


سپ ی oth‏ سڪ کي . چُنجُهون و ۽ چونیون 
بانین 393d‏ نء ته گتا Gu‏ کیچ جا 


تن پیٹی جانازن ob‏ ي پاریل پُنهونءَ چام جا 
gars‏ لا آن BY‏ مئان پوءِ BLS‏ 


WF‏ جنبو GE‏ قریتن جي 
ټهي ڀؤنڪي اٿيوء گهڏِي مَنجهان گهوز 
سے لاهيندو شور ڳري هن غریب تان 


Sigh Clb gé‏ جو اسین ڪي یڑ 
چهي آهي چیڑ WS‏ جي گن ۾ 


08 سینداریء چیا تي‎ LSA 


فریا نه فرمان کانء ALS‏ نه ois‏ 
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As they travel toward Hêt Punhun, many false women 
become exhausted. Rocks become level ground 
` for those who roam in search of the beloved. All 
friends on this journey of desire are purblind and 
confused. Oh Brahman girl,’ turn into bits of 
meat for the dogs of Kech to feed upon. 


She was remembered by the animals Prince Punhun 
kept. Woman, it was after you died that you got to 
be with the beloved. 


My beloved’s dog woke me like a wasp. It barked, got 
up, shook itself, and glared. With its growling it 
will remove all this poor creature’s pains. 


His dog desires dead meat. We are like the flea that _ 
clings to Peacock’s? ear. 


Their owners whistle to set them on us, and the dogs 
bark. They did not disobey the commands they 
were given, they are as precious as pearls. It is not 
the dogs’ fault; they bark because they have been 
set upon us. 
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ڈکا ڈونگر جا مِژون: مَژ ٹا مُون تی ڪَنِ 
1H‏ کین ریت تيء هن جا sáa‏ ٹا جن 
eile‏ جي die‏ چی, آهی Le‏ سين 

Ligh‏ نه هټ yý‏ پر AS ENS‏ کیو 


کی برهمن ڪن oF‏ ڪيڙ Se‏ کیٹاس 
هوند نه سنڏ شیاس, G2‏ پُريين کَیّس SÄ‏ 
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AUSI 35 Osis!‏ وهانء جنهن وساریو 
جيڏيون ole‏ جار شب OSS‏ ئي نکرو 


ەرت 


eda‏ ایت 


سپ تنگیُون ئي زحکرو GIS ÉD‏ پوء 
Rs‏ وڑیِٹان ھوءء ڪَهي جا ین BS‏ 


R=‏ جا کین BS‏ پرینة 385 سا 
وهي ويژهجي de‏ وَضل تنهن وجائیو 
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It is fine if the wild beasts of the mountain attack me. 
They are no match for the washergirl,? they are 
well aware who her beloved is. They know of her 
relationship, says Shah. They might not have held 
back, but they were affected by her ties to him. 


Because of my relationship with the mighty one, I 
have become famous in foreign lands. Otherwise 
who would the Brahman girl be, and who would 
she belong to? Sindh would not have heard of her, 
but now she is famous in many other lands. 


Sisters, blessed are those who are bare of ornaments 
and have forgotten their joy. Abandon your 
laziness, friends, and set out unadorned, all of 
you. 


Set out unadorned, all of you, giving up greed and 
desire. The beloved cannot be gained by sleeping. 


Set out unadorned, all of you, abandon dressing up. 
. She who takes nothing with her goes in front of all 
the others. 


She who took nothing with her reached the beloved. 


She who wore fine clothes lost the chance to be 
with him. 
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وضل تنهن وجائیو سينڌِ شرمي سیتن 


2 


هُونډیان هوث 5,5 اوڈو آه GI‏ ہُوندِ S‏ 


۳ 
GSLs‏ تن سَري,لا سين FAT‏ 

لائی 5S‏ لا جو eb‏ >53 کي هَنْ 
gda‏ جُون سيد چئی, وٹون ښپ Boy‏ 


پیز پٌژوژي گَنْء ته lb‏ م هوري وهین 


هورڼ هاژهو لنگمیو ئي جَرِیدِي جوء 
digd‏ جنین سین هوي هوت نه هُوندو تن سين 


هورن هاژهو لنگمیو مي JE Lagi‏ 
لا سين UF‏ کین Hej‏ کیچ کي 


نڪا هت نه مُتِ, کا گوريء سنيي JE‏ 
کین 5.85 Slo‏ حال G25‏ هوت ي 
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With vermilioninthe parting of her hair and kohl on 
her eyes, she lost the chance to be with him. She 
was robbed like Lila, who exchanged her lover for 


gems.* 


The ۳16۵115 remote from those tied to existence; he is 
close to nonexistence. The beloved is gained by 
those who are loaded with ۹ 


Oh, take the dagger of denial and strike the mule of 
the lower self. Sell, says Shah, all the baggage of 
desires. If you step forward with understanding, 
you will find your journey light. 


Those who traveled light got across the Harho, so 
journey alone, girl. The Hôt will never be with 
those who carry baggage. 


Those who traveled light got across the Harho, so give 
up your finery, you wretched girl. Arise and take 
“not” with you, and be delivered to Kech with 
nothing. ۱ 


The lovely girl’s fate is to be nothing here and nothing 


there. She did not get there with goods, but 
reached the Hût with ecstasy. 
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aly کوة‎ S52 هاژهو من‎ guile 
گذريام‎ SS ري»‎ Al آرڏا آريء‎ 
AUT لکٹون لڪ لطیف چی, اورانگهق‎ 
پر پبهونء پٺ چ. اي شعادت مندیام‎ 


۱4 


935 ڪيم وٹاه آونچا دُونگز م2 ثيو 


وارو مُون 35 cal‏ ڪا highs Ls‏ جي نه یو 
وچمي وَراكنِ ې مَعڈُور کي م مُنجهاء 
مَنجهان پا پیادِبون. هادي ئي هلاء 

پریان کي elds‏ ته گی لُولو نه ٿئين 

گنبا مون پیژنِ ۾ توٹی لک لگن 

ST‏ آگوئی نه مزي چپُون پیر چتن 


ويندي ڈانھن پرین» جي جات نه پائیان 


چتیون سی پائِينديُونء جنین پیر پرین 
لائٹون سپ رین ششبی شپيرِټن S‏ 
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“On my journey to the Harho I must travel many 18 
leagues. Without Ari Jam I have endured cruel 
sufferings. I have had to travel, says Latif, through 
many passes large and small. To journey after 
Punhun is a piece of good luck for me. I have given 
up everything for him; it is beyond me just to sit 
here. 


Oh trees, do not grow in my path. Oh mountains, do 19 
not rise so high. Do not shed tears, oh my eyes, so 
that I may see my track. 


Oh trees, will you not give me some guidance? Do not 20 
let this helpless creature get lost on these twisting 
paths. Be our guide and let those who travel on 
foot advance. Get me to my beloved, to avoid 
getting shriveled کون‎ 


Thousands of thorns may prick my feet, and they may 21 
be so cut to pieces by the rocks that my big toe is 
separated from the others. But as I make my way 
toward my beloved, I will not wear any kind of 
shoe.” 


Shoes are worn by those who love their feet. For the 22 


sake of her beloved, Sasui has given up all these 
conventions. 
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هي oe SE‏ جایت جو جمال 
56 ته موچاري ٿِئين» OST‏ آي اج 
جان ڪي osb‏ چثری, ته Éa‏ پنیوران ت 
پُنهونء سان iki‏ ته bgal Zaks‏ ماٹئین 


کے 


آجلان Gute Ls «gam J]‏ 3 
تولیان تنهن م ر نز جنهن ژوخ وچایو راه م 


مان اي جي ناه بي ري لئ نه ماث 
هوندا سي DLS‏ جٹٹان FT‏ ي lee‏ 


أونچو آتاهون گھٹو؛ She‏ ي KE‏ 
856 مُون سين هل, تة EN‏ تو 35 گریان 


تو سگ ad dln‏ سین 5 جک گوشی Ble‏ 
e‏ 


پٌر م پٌچي پرینء S‏ مَري نه چاتوء 
32 وتا Le‏ نه LE cog‏ ڪُڄاڙيان کائئین 
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Live as if you were dead, so that you may enjoy the 
beloved’s beauty. If you follow this advice, maybe 
your existence will be vindicated. 


Die today before your death’ in orderto be 
exonerated. So long as you live, woman, keep 
away from Bhambhor. Be united with Punhun, 
and rejoice in the angel of death. ` 


Die while you are still alive, Sasui, before the time 
appointed for your death. Do notshun the 
company of those who have sacrificed their souls 
on the path. 


Those who die before their death never die at all. 
Those who live before their life inthe world to 
come will live forever. 


The mountain is high and steep for those who cling to 
life. Travel with me, oh death, so that I may follow 
you. 


Existence, you are attached to many. Life, get intoa 
corner. Death, come to me, so that I may follow 
you. 


You did not learn to die for the beloved in secret. 
Woman, you have not heard of Die, so why cut 
off your head? 
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هتین پیرین مُوتؤٍئین» هلج سان هنين 
عشق آريء جام جوه PIS‏ نئین 
جان ule‏ ٿي جئين» تان پاڙج کوم پُنهونءَ سين 


هَٿين پيرين مُوٽڙئينء گهج پر ہار 
مَتان چوري SS‏ ین Sp‏ پچاز 
توي A dias‏ سَشبي سَنډِي لنؤ لغار 


جي Sib‏ هوت jl;‏ ته به THY‏ کوم پُنهُونءَ سین 


¢ 2 ug = 

Ce Ze 7‏ < وم مه 
پڇي په iS‏ کي٬‏ پیٹی مند پریان 
4% رک کن وص ې ۳ 
دنس 43 635 جاء تن الله لگ Úll‏ 


توٹی ولاژون گرین, توٹی هلین وک 
لکئی منجهان ST‏ ڈرو ضایع نه ٽي 


لکيو جو راء سو آنگ ڪياڙيءَ نه ژمي 
پاڑیو Sb ges‏ جيکي لالن لکیو ACI‏ 


گیائین ore‏ لء جسو جلاوت 


۳ يج am‏ 7 ۳-4 
GIS‏ پیٹی coy AF‏ هاري سپ CRS‏ 
$u z 2 ۰ e?‏ < <- 
هي نماٹی liad‏ پند وذایین پان تي 
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Goon your hands and feet and knees, and especially 
gowith your heart. Be true to your love of Ari 
Jam. So long as you live, do not consider anyone to 
be the equal of Punhun. 


Go on your hands and feet and knees, and go at 
headlong speed. Oh woman, remain aware of your 
love. Let love be your support, Sasui. You may 
have thousands of 1168, but do not consider any 
of them to be the equal of Punhun. 


Although she is tired, she does not sit in the cool, but 
strides out in the heat. In the forest, Sasuihas 
become exhausted. On the way, she keeps asking 
the birds for directions. They take pity on her and 
tell her about the trees that grow there. Perhaps 
Punhun may be pleased and return. 


Whether you stride out or take small steps, the least 
thing that is written in your fate cannot be lost. 


The fate written on the forehead can in no way be 
changed. Whatever the beloved has written on 
your tablet will assuredly come to pass. 


For the Kechi she gave her body a roasting. 
Abandoning all arguments, the poor girl entered 
the mountains. Though weak and feeble, she 
pushed herself forward on her journey. 
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ماژهو 45 مهتاء مُون کي گندا Bog‏ 
جنهن چورِيء ۾ چو سا پثون يندي پیر تي 


جانڪي می٤‏ مار جانڪي میڑ مُيءَ کي 


مي ئي lode‏ 549 موث ٹیو موجوڈ 
جانچي ئي وف جانجي میڑ Sigh‏ 


eae 


bo‏ پر اوئیُون لد مَ oh‏ لک 
وژ پنهونء سين Sab‏ کوء hyh‏ ور IY‏ سين 
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“What will people gain from taunting me?” The girl 
whois filled with love is broken into bits as she 
follows his trail. 


She has thrown away tomorrow and drawn on her 
today.? This poor girl’s reins are in your hands; in 
helping her let there be no delay. Either kill this 
poor wretch or let her come to you. 


The wretched girl wants her hopes to be fulfilled, but 
death has come to stand before her. “If you come, 
I will perform tomorrow’s prostration today. 
Either take this wretch’s existence away or let her 
come to you.” 


Suffering and burned, she is scorched by her love for 
Punhun. Her peerless beloved set her on fire, but 
he did not burn Sasui completely. 


Sasui, have no doubt that for him to see you is far 
better than your being finely dressed. Be his 
humble slave, fill his water bags, and do not 
tremble when you see the mountain pass. A 
moment with Punhun is wonderful; curses upon 
twelve years with others. 
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O54 سَندِيُون ڈونگرین: سو پئون‎ ESS 

ممئی پڄاڻان مُنڈ oS‏ روجه ژجُن ۾ 5 

پُوٹا اټهین چُوّن: ته BGS‏ ة آساني مارِیو 

OF! سَندِيُون ڈونگرین: اوچنگاژون‎ ESS 
ڪلو گیو گیچین‎ oS ششک سَشيءَ‎ GL, ge 


جي هتان هوت مَژنء هوت تين جي نج ۾ 


OS سَندِيُون ڈونگرین: 53 83 واٹون‎ ESS 
سی وادوژیا‎ 2.595 «oF وتان ويهي‎ 


#595 سي واډوژياء 25 نه دنو جن 
موث قبولیو تن 33 جن S$‏ 1 


Sirs‏ ٿي واِون ,45 Ji‏ ُوحکاري 
هن 0٧‏ ن پبهنجا سار جي هنجون GÅR‏ لءِ هاري 


ٹون نه GIF‏ پرينءَ S‏ سهّسین سِج ويا 
Gb‏ ویر هتان, ديي شال دم OLS‏ 
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See, the mountains beat their breasts in mourning for 
the sad girl. The deer in the desert weep over her 
death, and as they wander they say, “The dead girl 
has brought us mortal su ffering.” 


Bitter cries are heard in the mountains over the fate 
of the sad girl. When the Kechistruckher it was 
because of some quarrel. The Hût lies in the lap of 
those die at his hand. 


The trees and vegetation in the mountains utter 
loud cries over the sad girl. Cut off herself, she 
wounded those whom she had sat beside. 


Cut off herself, she wounded those whose blood is 
never seen. Those who saw the sad girl accepted 
death. 


The cut reed utters sad sounds,1° the slain Sasui loudly 
laments. The one remembers its green shoots, the 
other sheds tears for her beloved. 


Although so many suns have set, I have not been 


united with my beloved. When it is time for me to 
go from here, may I see him as I die. 
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آئون نه GIS‏ پرينءَ oS‏ پويون ٹیو DLS‏ 
سکان ئي مکرات ہہ )929 پچان dl)‏ 
شال م وَجیمِ ساط ڈاران ési‏ پرینء ي 


آٹون نه گذٍي Story‏ آیو عزرائیل 
جوراٹی سين cgi die‏ تکو قال نه قیل 


ولاژیو وٹین چَڙهي» ری ed‏ )£9 
وچان جو وخ پوء سو گنهن پر RS‏ لاهیان 


ولاژیو وٹین چڙهيء آونچن BS‏ اج 
لالن کازن لڄ٬‏ باسیائین ld‏ جو 


ولاڑیو وٹین چزهي, ذیو SOY SoS‏ 
تاريء ٽاريءَ Kile‏ مَشیيء موز KF OF‏ 


ولاژٍیو وٹین «PIF‏ پسو سَگھ سَندِیاس 


آڌِيءَ وجیو 45357 تکوپ نه ماس 
سوئی سو سیثاس, پٌري BIK‏ ڪَري 
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Ihave not been united with my beloved, but my final 
breath has come. In my death agonies I long for _ 
him, in tears I ask the way. May my life not leave 
me without my seeing my beloved. 


Ihave not been united with my beloved, but Azrael 
has come. Oh my friends, there can be no 
argument with that mighty one. Death has come 
to guide me, stopping me from my desire. 


She strides along and climbs the trees;! in tears, she 
sees the clouds of dust, saying: “How can I move 


ahead and remove the distance between us?” 


She strides along and climbs the lofty trees today, and 


begs them to assist her for the sake of her beloved. 


She strides along and climbs the trees, wearing a skirt 
of silk. Sasuileaps from branch to branch like the 
young of a peacock. 


She strides along and climbs the trees—see how 
strong she is. She stumbles along in the middle of 
the night, with no mother or father at her side. All 
she has with her is her voice, which echoes far and 
wide. 
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ژجن ۾ 355« وول ي وگ 


ed ‫َ 


وگ gl‏ تان al‏ عشق ېي 


۳ 


تعرو منجو نونج اي تان BT‏ عشق جي 


ژجُن ۾ 335« >52 سازني ساز 


ځوي 545 خقت. اي دوست دِقت آهي Ree walle:‏ 
Es‏ مون کان نه تن سَندي شور Éko‏ 

هجي ڪريان هیچ سينء مُطالغ CaS‏ مَحَبَتَ 

خرن هوت پُنهونءَ جو؛ زیا ئي راخت 

پریان ي پستان جو فاقو ئی فرخحت 
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Acry arose in the wilderness, like the cry ۶366012 
This cry and this lament were actually both the 
sigh of love. 


Acry arose in the wilderness, like the cry of the crane. 
This cry in the fertile glade was actually the sigh 
of love. 


A cry arose in the wilderness, like the sound of the 
fiddle. People thought it was made by a woman, 
but it was the sound of love. 


Oh friend, Abdul Latif’s well-being lies in trouble and 
humiliation. 

Iam unable to utter praises of what suffering is like. 

I spell it out with passion, reading it with love. 

The sadness caused by Hêt Punhun is all my joy. 

My comfort lies in being starved of my beloved’s 
embrace. 
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سي شپ پانيو شک ھیکاندِ HS‏ هوت جي 


ڏاگهنِ ذیزن ڈونگژنِ, ذگن آئون 538 
Fuses ie olx‏ چو .0 s35 Sy‏ 


G3 اوپراء جذهن ڈاگھا‎ gs EF 
ويۀ وهاڻيءَ سين‎ gii لي مگ‎ 

چوٽي سين چانگنِ ي. جَز نجیژن چیان 

ته هوت تنهنجو هیئن» هوند پُنھون نياڻون نه GL‏ سین 


۱4 
۱۳ 


اگ as‏ اوپراء جذهن ڈاگھا ڏينهن EUS‏ 
ڪُنجون جي olii‏ جون, تان کنهن SI‏ لکاء 
ته شیا ٹی سَندیاء 8 ساژوثي Gis‏ ۱ 


اي o Sl‏ مُون پيري مات A‏ 


Á BS gg پلائيندي. پاق م‎ 
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“The camels, his brothers, and the mountains, all 
three have given me grief. But I thought that all of 
them were joys, because they brought me close to 
my Hût. 


Iam smitten by the sorrows brought by the camels, his 
brothers, andthe mountains. I must walk on and 
trace Punhun’s path. This is written in my fate; 
why else would anyone travel through the desert? 


On the day you saw strange camels in your courtyard, 
Sasui, you should have sat till dawn and blocked 
their exit. You should have used your plaited hair 
like chains to bind the beasts tight. Then they 
would not have taken your H6t away with them. 


On the day you saw strange camels in your courtyard, 
if you had somehow hidden the keys to the locks, 
Sasui, you would have been looked after on the 
next day. 


The camels used to make a noise, but when it came to 
my turn they were silent. When they were being 
saddled, the wretched creatures said nothing to 
one another. There was some secret pact between 
them and their riders. 
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دييي سین DES cok PS‏ = 
yJ‏ لاڈ ڻا nS‏ » پنهنجي دیس U$S‏ 
ُجاٹا eae‏ رت 


SI‏ م اوري آن. ذاگمن 38 آهیان 
هي bb‏ هَيَنِ کي. پٌري نیبی لان 
هوث مُنهنجو gle‏ پُنھون نیاون SY‏ سین 


OF‏ هَڏهين هت مُون هټ هنتزي ‏ ځل یا 


JSS‏ جنین bg‏ رت 
گنگن ي گشت. » چيژي وذیّس LAF‏ 
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What if his brothers were against me? If only my fate 
had not been against me. Is destiny in the hands of 
camels and camel riders? Who is this poor girl to 
act against what is ordained? 


One should have a lover from one’s homeland, what 
sortofa lover does a stranger make? Having 
loaded up their goods, they leave for their own 
land. Now that the beloved has departed, have 
done with Bhambhor. 


Do not bring the camels near me, for Ihave been 
grieved by them. Beat the wretched creatures and 
ride them far away. It is just now that they took 
Punhun, my Hût, away with them. 


The camel men have all gone off there, but here they 
remain close to my heart. What pleasure I am 
given by the movement of those four-toed beasts. 
The silence of those dumb animals brought me 
grief and has brought me to these mountains. 


May the dust not fly up from the path and fall on my 
darling. May the fierce sun not strike the camel 
that carries my beloved. Oh Punhun the pure, my 
H6t, you should not be so cruel. 
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آذيندي KS «Gold‏ جیڈوئی ڪَيو 1 
آي آريء چام جو 55 55 olem‏ وا 


ay 


مژون کینم ماش Le‏ هَلندا هوت ڏي 


۷ ويري» ويري 93 ڈیر‎ Us] ويري‎ I 
I پُنهونءَ جا‎ LY جنهن‎ 19d چوٹون ويري واء‎ 

پنجون ويري سج cod‏ جنهن cell‏ ڪي IÁ‏ 

چُھون ويري cod KS‏ جنهن سُنوان ڪيا نه سیر 

شتون ويري LE‏ ٿيوء 5155 نه وَڏيءَ 529 

واهيري ېي ویر چُلُون گریان WAS‏ 


۰۱۱ <C ۰ 


١ 


مزي 123 ذي cogil‏ ساهیزیون سَهجان ۳ 
Éo Asha sás‏ الا هاري موت هتان 

statstl blo Ka‏ جو آتييي تان اگیان 

مي ڪيچي نيندّء کیان تنهنجو oha‏ زفاق سین 

ججڈان سن کون چئی, نیو آرياڻيءَ آرواخ ٤‏ 
آنگ آگهین لِکیو, مُنهنجو مِيثاقاء 

مَنْ g a Ob‏ جد و ds‏ أتو cys‏ شاه 

آجا ٍن یگ جو مُون آیرو ah‏ 

Fused‏ جي پیغام تان: مُنهنجو موٿ مُباغ 

gins‏ دُعا جا“ ته ميڙائو مُون ژمي 
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As they departed, the camel men practiced great 11 
deceit. The fragrance of Ari Jam comes to me 
from every tree. The wild beasts may eat my flesh, 
but my bones will walk on toward my Hût. 


The camels are my enemies, the camel driversaremy 2 
enemies, so too are his brothers. My fourth enemy 
is the wind that has effaced his tracks, the fifth 
is the sun that set too late, the sixth is the rocky 
ground that does not let the path run straight, and 
the seventh is the moon that did not rise in time. 
I stride through the rocks at the end of the day 
when the birds come to their nests to rest.” 


Her friends joyfully gathered around the girl, saying: 13 
“Journeying is a piece of hell fire,‘ turn back, you 
fool. Ahead you will have to face the straight path.” 
Since your love is insincere, how will the Kechi 
take you with him?” 


“When Be and it was? was uttered, Punhun took my 14 
soul. From the Day of the Covenant I have been 
destined to be his. Lord Ali said: Whoever looks 

Sor a thing and makes an effort will findit.4 This 
Tradition is still my support. Because of Punhun’s 
message, death is welcome to me. Pray, my 
friends, that I may be united with him. 
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سَبَة bly‏ هي آرِيءَ Ale‏ ري ie‏ 
کلھن پسی ڪا نه کا ره BIW‏ لالائی 

393 دل تان ذورگري. گر ساجَنَ ضفاني 

من لا CA‏ لَه ELH só‏ ان ره أونداهي 

هوء جا ا قلي فک , سا گیوب گمائی 

بلا bs aid‏ يني ف الطریی, هري آوائی 

تنهن 7 aoe,‏ > کوڑین OF‏ کیئریٔون 


2 هتن م‎ La سائٹنِ‎ 3 Big 
لیژنِ جو لطيف چي. مُون کي مَنجُه نه ڏِينِ‎ 


هوت پنهون ٹا نین» آشونهینء جو آچحکو 


پن ٹا لائین» اوئی aÍ‏ أہاگرا i‏ 


45 پارییٹون Sb‏ ڈیر Ges‏ ڏين 
هوت پنهون ٿا «ond‏ باروي ٻولي nE‏ 


دوگ Wad‏ چت, گؤرا هَلَنِ نه گس ې ۸ 
چوسال ئي نه چلڻاء ٿي گنگ نهاري ټټ 

شوذي Shes oyi‏ چی, پوء پانچارِیِنِ پرت 

ol‏ آڙانگي Ly‏ جي کا نیشن پوء وت 

سَشي وَڏي ست. جا E jol‏ پر iy‏ ڪَري 
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Everything is darkness without Ari Jam. Without 


my beloved I can discern no brightness. Remove 
the dark smoke from my heart and make it clean, 
my dearest. He who has no guide, has Satan fora 
guide; without him there is only gloom. She who 
travels alone is led astray by pride. He who travels 
on the mystic path without a guide [is like one who 
sails on the sea without a boat], this is not a good 
saying. Without him, millions have gone astray. 


At dawn my companions fill the water bags in their 


hands. They do not tellmethe secret of the 
camels, says Latif. They are taking away Hêt 
Punhun, this foolish girl’s support.” 


Today the camel men make haste to leave. His 


kinsmen take counsel with each other in their 
private language.’ Speaking in Balochi, they are 
taking Hêt Punhun away. 


She looks and goes along paths where a five-year-old 


camel is scared and cannot go, and passes where 
four-year-olds cannot proceed. Sasui proceeds 
with great fortitude along ways that are too much 
for five-year-olds, says Latif, and difficult routes 
that full-grown beasts find hard. 
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eh eh‏ گیو هاءِء ٿي پان 22 سر پاهڻين 
oll‏ طیف چچی, جوء جن جي جاء 
شک بار elua‏ شٹاٹی ساٿ مزي 


FA کان اونیاء لیا نیو‎ ail 

نیو Jlo‏ پاق سین, بانهيء A ded‏ 

مُون کي ماري مَنچه GUD aJ‏ هون هر 
گوچو لایان 5S‏ کیچان اوري جي وران 


کیچان اوري حکیتريُون» معذوریون ORA‏ 
والون Arg‏ ڈِثونء که جانان ڪيهي ويا 


کیچان gal‏ قافلو جنگ شونهارِيء 59% 
تلیارا توڏنِ ي. ڳچيءَ شونهن موز 
دؤلت چایان دول جي مُون نیو EY‏ سين 


جھؤڑا جن جهلن 4 هيري لک هزاز 
لگا وات og‏ جاء پنهونء کي IIL‏ 

آن ڪي ويندا LIT‏ آهزيء سک شوارَ 
لنگمي ڪاله oló‏ تُون آئی آج نهارئین 
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“Alas, alas,” she cries, hitting herself against the 19 
stones. Then, says Latif, the girl finds the place 
of the camel men. Thanks be to you, oh God, that 
she caught up with them in a pleasant spot. 


“For God’s sake, you camel men, do not drive the 20 
camels so fast. Grab this wretched girl by the hair 
and take her with you. See how I suffer on account 
of my dear Hêt. I will disgrace my family if I turn 
back this side of Kech. 


So many wretched women have died near Kech. 21 
Twenty paths lead there; how do I know the one 
they took? 


A splendid caravan came in fair array from Kech. The 22 
camels wore bells and had beautiful aigrettes on 
their necks. I would call myself Daulat, your 
humble maidservant, if you took me with you. 


On their saddlecloths were decorations and thousands 23 
of diamonds. The branches of the trees beside the 
road touched Punhun. Did you meet a company 
of riders like this as they went by?” “A group did 
pass by yesterday, woman, but you are looking for 
them today.” 
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S279 ۾ ویاء جئن باژ سي‎ GRE TE 
ALS کوهیارو قهري» ویو نهوژي‎ 


شون پانيو مُون 05 همیشة Wigh‏ پرین 
ویڑھو ڈیئی ویکرو 525 ويا پٹ 

سا جين جي سَٽ» وحیم ٿي وّلکار ېم 
007 

گهي گمیٹی قلیاء hó‏ گیائون ڪانَ 
ڏيئي ويا ذاه aS‏ شوژنِ جا سامان 

جورو Slot Gh‏ جيڏ ټون جت گري by‏ 


پره مَنایّس بر نات شي کی usta‏ سي 
گھٹو ذوریائین ss‏ سین ORS‏ لء ڈُونگ 
وري ull‏ وَژ سَقَرَ 2.54 جا ساپ پیا 


ې حکونهي 35 ڏيرَنِ وژ 955 w=‏ 


HONS یندیس ِڪريء بوئنِ‎ ale 
رَتيُون ڈِئین‎ Bay آڏو گر 35 متان‎ 
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“The guests brought their riding camels and made 
them sit in the campground. Like aseaeagle they 
snatched him in their claws. The cruel man of the 
hills destroyed me when he left me while I slept. 


Ithought that my beloved would be with me forever. 
He was taken دہ‎ broad circuit across the plain. 
Ihave given my life in exchange for himin the 


wilderness.” 


I thought my beloved would be my guest forever. He 
went away and slew me, not showing the slightest 
mercy. He gave a load of grief to his maidservant. 
Last night, dear friends, the camel men did a cruel 
thing.” 


Love led her to the desert; otherwise, would a 
happy woman be filled with longing? In grief 
she searched fervently in the mountains for his 
brothers. At last her husband came back to her, 
and her journey turned out well.’ 


“There was no trickery in my husband, his kinsmen 
played a great trick. I will go out and search for 
their camels in the desert. Get out of my way, oh 
rock that stands before me, lest you break into 
pieces. 
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55 راکا وچ ب لکین آڏا لگ 
هو جي آڏا حَق, سي گندا ڪوھُ گنیین کي 


4 ڪيائون پاق ٬‏ مُنهان مخفي مام 
سنپٌُورا ساٹ گٹی؛ ويساهي وّريام 


ڪاڪيون ES Usha ald Ob‏ گري ويا 
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Between us there are many twists and turns, and 
many mountain passes. What can they do to those 
women who suffer on their way to the divine 
beloved? 


Alas, the cruel Arichos have taken my husband away. 
They brought messages from Ari for Punhun. 
They made plans among themselves, keeping 
them secret from me. Organizing their company, 
they fed me false hope. Sisters, the camel men 
wrought havoc as they departed inthe night. 


Alas, his kinsmen turned against me and took my 
husband away. Now itisthe day of judgment, and 
all that is promised for doomsday has come true. 


Alas, his handsome bearded brothers have taken my 
husband away. For his sake I will jump across the 
terrible mountains. Which road leads to Kech? I 
will do my utmost to go there. 


May he, for God’s sake, spend a little time with this 
sick creature. Whether here or there, I am in the 
power of Ari Jam. May the pure one drive out 
my grievous faults. May the perfect one take this 
washergirl into his care and bring her to Kech. 
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رن جي پازي oila slis Fle‏ 
جنین مُون کي ماریو ورن سین ساژي 
ارادي AGlo «TT‏ سين سک گیو 


آسین Sy ób‏ پورهیّت پنهونء چام جا 
سر ث گُقُورِيء هیرئون» مُون ۾ LE Filo‏ 


آٹون تان آهڙياءِء جا بانهيء کي ہائی چوان 
مُون E Aob‏ لاءِء پُنھون ئي پر ٹیو 


4 Ed دوبن ڏو پُنهونءَ ءَ پارچو‎ Fenty 
کوء‎ yall Lol آريء جام جو‎ : 
اي کامل کم نه سندوءِء جئن پَهَس پچازئین پوتئين‎ 


ڙڪو : کیچ Soult‏ ڙڪو مائت Lie‏ جو 
هوژ مڑوئی هن «S‏ هوتن کونهي هوڙ 
زارِيء ذاران زوژ هلي کون ځبیټ سين 


جئن سو مَرَنُ هما سَرگردان سَنسارٌ م 


هي پې نه کوژي پثئين» SS gb‏ مر دٌري نه Blw‏ 
جیکس تن مُلا سک E gii‏ شور پرائیا 
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Friends, I suffered when I lived inthe quarter of 
the washermen. They brought me troubles and 
torment. Now fate has brought me into the 
company of the travelers.” 


“We are washermen, the servants of Prince Punhun. 
The Hêt is used to musk; I smell of soap. May 
none of the girls in the spinning party expose my 
husband. 


Iam the sort of woman who calls her maid her 
mistress.!° Wretched as Iam, Punhun becamea 


washerman for my sake.” 


Together with the washermen, Punhun holds clothes 
in his hand to wash them. Thenthere came a 
messenger from Ari Jam, saying: “Oh perfect one, 
it is not your task to pound the clothes.” 


This woman has no kin, either in Kech or in 
Bhambhor. She alone is anxious; the HOt is free 
from care. With the beloved, the only thing that 
works is humble supplication. 


The musk deer intoxicated with its scent and the 
phoenix in perpetual flight are both distracted in 
the world—perhaps it is from them that Sasui has 
learned to suffer. 
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رات GUS‏ روجه» پانء ڪ اون LST‏ 

stad gb‏ آبوجه. شون شنھائی سشئي 

سَمّڑ جنین نه سانْء هوث جماتی تن جو 
گري چیچ HF‏ ب پنهون ايندو پا 
505 ریجه رهان, لحظي منجھ طیف چي 


سَشبی٤‏ لنگهیو سو Í‏ جنهن مات ڪيا 
جَبَل وڏو جوء نون مِژوي ORY‏ ي 


5S‏ 505 پانیانء ڪانيو ۽ ڪارو 
پٻ وجمندیّس ALO «Fed‏ سوارو 
555 مُون وارء کین وهندیس وچ ې 
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Last night she saw the wh ite- footed antelopes and 
thought that the camel men had come. Her love 
and desire has made her wise. She was quite 
ignorant, but her sufferings have made Sasui 
aware. 


Those who have no provision with them are supported 
by the Hêt. Doing a round dance in the hills, 
Punhun himself will come. In an instant there will 
be delightful company, says Latif. 


Sasui crossed the mountains that confounded heroes. 
The great peak was leveled flat by love. 


“I think that the hills Kanbho and Karo are black 
clouds.!! Early in the morning I will leave Mount 
Pab behind me. It is time for me to go, I will not 
take a break or rest. 


The mountains and the black clouds merge into 
each other. The rocks are cruelly hard, full of 
difficulties and twists and turns. I am weak and 
helpless as I traverse the ground on foot. You 
are the helper of this confused creature on these 
paths that are full of torments. 
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lsd] bis 3‏ ڈونگڑ کي ڈاکا 
0پ ساسا 
پيئي Sa‏ هوت ي٬‏ گوگ gi‏ ِنِ ڪا 
مُنهنجو وَس واکا BS EG‏ تروچ جو 


ST‏ تراچا آهُڙاء Š‏ کي ذاکا 
33 35 ژ وات ly‏ رید ا باکا 
yd‏ ء bs le ie jail‏ ۳ پانهنجي 


گرڑا دُونگز ڪَة گھٹیء چتِ ریت شجن OL‏ 
داهن دذَاهَپ ol SASL «S99‏ 
سان سَشييء لنگھی و مَیّڈ چيء ESE res:‏ سین مَیدان 


جنھنجو آریاٹی lasi‏ نهن ڪانهي Sb‏ بَھیر 4 


گرڑا ڏُونگر ڪَة گھٹی, چتِ Sis‏ گوناگون 

vid‏ جُون لطیف چي. تنگ تنواژون پُونِ 

جنڼ IS‏ پيڙ پُنهونء جوء سی نه ڪي ژون نه چُون 
هوندّن Bs‏ هُون, لاڳاپا هن لوگ جا 
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The paths up the mountains are twisting and difficult. 


In my longing I have cried out to my beloved. 
Surely my call will reach the ears of the Hot. 1 
can do is speak, it is the Baloch’s job to listen. 


The paths up tothe mountains are twisting and 
difficult. Those tribesmen took my husband away 
with them across the desert. This poor creature’s 
feet are wounded as she climbs the ascents. They 
have accomplished the plan that was in their 
hearts.” 


The hills are hard and the journey is long, where 
mountains and wilderness are seen. The clever 
forget their cleverness, and experts are amazed. 
Sasui, says Shah, traversed the plain with love. 
She who has the son of Ari’? for her guide is 
unaccompanied by fear. 


The hills are hard and the journey is long, through 
mountains of many kinds. The camels’ cries, says 
Latif, echo in the narrow defiles. Those who have 
seen Punhun’s footprint do not weep or speak. 
Those who are alive’? are attached to the world. 
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گرڑا دُونگُر ڪَة گھٹی, چتِ by‏ روڈا JS‏ 
ساگاپي سین چي. يي ونذر واجهائي 

رَهيَس وس لطیف چی, تنهن گویٹیءَ کاهي 
آریاٹی آهيء متهن مَعذُورِن جي 


گرڑا ڏونگر ڪَة Se «hak‏ مینهّن gás‏ ماگون 


سجن «de Lhe Us‏ هاژهي جُون هاگون 
چتِ انڈیؤن اوطافون» ټټ کاجی رسج کاڑٹی 


مالگ مث مندومے اوند|هيءَ ۾ سوچهرو 
8S‏ ويل حساب چ» ڇڏي نه ویندوم 
ساریو Ja‏ گندوم ڪوهيارو ڪيچ ds‏ 


FORA‏ سين پرِيتِ جو کو جو پيچ پیوم 

ټنېي هن پنیوز ب bby‏ و یوم 

Boo Us‏ سَندِيُون. ڪاڪيون ڪيم یوم 
سَرَتِيُون Bla‏ سندوم. ٿيو ځوالي هوت جي 


ذانجمن تی ڈانجھاء ڏنائون SESS‏ 
لڳيس ناگ نينهن ي. ڪُرھ آنتر کا جا 


۷٧ 


z 


۷ 


270 


3 


٥١ 


oY 


or 


49 


50 


51 


52 


53 


10 || DESI 


The hills are hard and the journey is long, where the 
camels groan as they go. In her attachment to her 
beloved, she makes great efforts by the Vindar, 
saying: “Iam left here, come to me, hurry to 
this wretch.” The Ariyani is the support of the 
helpless. 


The hills are hard and the journey is long, where the 
rain pours down. The difficulties of the Harho are 
renowned, says Shah. In its dark places, oh my 
protector, make haste to come to me. 


The gem that gleams in the dark is my dear 
relative.'* At the time of reckoning on the day 
of resurrection, he will not leave me. He will 
remember me and call me to him, my mountain 
lord of Kech. 


“Thave become entangled in my love for Punhun, and 
dwelling inugly Bhambhor has become deadly 
for me. Sisters, do not keep advising me to come 
back. Dear friends, my life is handed over to the 
care of the Hot. 


This poor girl has been made to suffer torment upon 
torment. Her breast has been struck by the arrow 
of love, so that she keeps company with the wild 
beasts in the desert. 
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کو مُنهن BES‏ آئیو وس نه ويچاري 
هوت تُنهنجي هت ري a‏ نه پاري 
آچین ي آري, ته Gb‏ پُچي لَڪ آنگهیان 


تل هن تان ن باجه 35 Golo‏ مُنج Arla‏ 
سڪ تنهنجيء شپرینء گیو تن BLS‏ 
use‏ هاج hb by‏ نیٹین i‏ حرام 


دوس نه سهان دام تون وِنڈرِ ٿو ويلا گرین 


eg Joie ji‏ جر چانون مُڪيُون 
ته په ته ئي پنپورً چ Ge ib‏ هوء 
Ub‏ وَرِي رؤع گُوندَر bÍ‏ گولئین 


جتن سان جانگون, سَرتیون شون Ka‏ یو 
ڪري ڪوهيارو ویو تن چبی تانگون 
آتُون پٹ ُڈانگون, اد ڈکوئی آهيان 


متان کا sý‏ ہول ٻاروي وشهي 

Sigh‏ نه سْقمَس OIA‏ ويي رهس و و 

CF‏ ټنهنجي جوء و گهارین مان گمي 

کیچین آٹون نه گَوٍي» کنهن ES‏ اون ذائیو 
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This sad, afflicted girl cannot bear what has befallen 
her. Oh my Hêt, your servant cannot get there 
without your help. Come, Ari, I will clutch your 
hem and get through the pass. 


If you are ever moved by mercy, my beloved, send 
me greeting. My longing for you, my dear, has 
finished off my body. Working with my hands has 
become deadly for me, and sleep is banned from 
my eyes. Friend, I cannot endure a single moment 
while you spend your time by the Vindar.” 


The desert is all fragrance, the mountains have sent 
forth scent. Bhambhor is filled with delight; 
every place smells sweet. The faces of the queens 
are happy, and the sorrows of the maids have 
disappeared. 


“Friends, since I became connected by marriage to 
the 135,5 the mountain prince has destroyed my 
body. Since then I have been half dead. 


Oh, let no one trust the words of the Baloch. If onlyI 
had not slept, friends, and had stayed wrapped in 
Punhun’s embrace. If only the Jats had stayed for 
awhile in their camp. I am not displeasing to the 
Kechis, but was unluckily trapped into marriage. 
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۹ سين‎ chy sty چیتن‎ obs آئون نه‎ usta] 
چاتيء سين‎ jalg نه سوگهوء‎ dds ېي‎ 

کیچي PIS‏ گرها. مُونھان O35‏ ڪين 

SS مُنهنجي دّینهّن» پبهونء ي ڪا م‎ bgs 

55 م وساریج, آهیان ANS‏ آيري Te‏ 


Z 


اډو ڈُونگر جو شجي» سو لُطمُون لنگھائیج 
grl‏ و ویر ثُون: آري ale‏ آچیج 
Egh‏ کي نوز سین, esl JY‏ 

Cab‏ جا زمين ag‏ سا Jij‏ نوژ گریج 
کامِل v=‏ گریج» فریادیٔون pi‏ جون 


و 


و J‏ ۹ 
چوري 15 م mas‏ ہاروچل بانهي 

جاڼټ جمژو KS‏ ب PU‏ کو BE‏ 

JB‏ نیو پاق ole‏ پورهیت پرٽياڻي 

پورهیو LILES‏ پر جو؛ پریندیّس Sb‏ 

هوت xig- A‏ هیکلی» هيءَ جا jig‏ وڪاڻي 

ديون ۶ عَبْڈاللَطیف (b=‏ إینڈھ آریائی 
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Sisters, I did not behave as one should in love. I did 59 
not sleep with my curly-headed lover held tight 
to my breast. How would the Kechis have driven 
away with their camels? The fault lies in my fate, 
let no one speak against Punhun. 


Do not forget me, oh my husband, my trustis placed 60 
in you. In your kindness, get me across this 
mountain, which is said to be so dreadful. Arise 
and come to me soon, Ari Jam. Beloved, let this 
poor wretch be delivered with your light. Oh pure 
one, fill this land of darkness with your light. Oh 
perfect one, hear this poor wretch’s cry for help.” 


Oh my Baloch beloved, do not leave your wretched 61V 
slave in the rocks. 
There is no one like him in the world. 
Punhun, take your servant, this washergirl, with you. 
I will labor for my beloved and bring him water from 
the well. 
Oh Hût, do not leave me alone, I have sacrificed 
myself for the Vindar. 
Sisters, says Abdul Latif; the son of Ari will come to 
me. 
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ليل نه جاڳينءَ لک hw‏ ڪي توش ڪياءِ 
بی مهمائن سین؛ ويهي رات وهاء 
جیلان i‏ ڪياءِء تي روژ زهین ی را ۾ 


Gull‏ ڪَري اٿِياء تنواریو توڈنِ 
وم توازینء أن L55 ae‏ موڈنِ 
رژهي رَس روڈن: الیَوْم سِبْرؤا سشغي 


غافل Clas‏ چو ون ڪيئن آثايي اوچھرین 
چپاتا چڙهي chy‏ وي پَھُتا توز 
نيڻين IS‏ اکوژ جم وَرَن ۾ واکا گرین 


آلوژو آکین, SU] oi‏ ي 
jog G2 GL‏ 4 گهاریان کازن ڪن 
ادون iGo!‏ هنئين سان هاڃو ڪَيو 


شټينة زیر ها ڪريء Ss‏ جا با 
55 پر آپئین دوست g‏ ته شر 3 cle Ligh‏ 
fol‏ آرِيء چام az‏ سیق تون نه سیاء 
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“You did not awake for an instant in the night, but slept 
right through.’ Get up and reach the beloved, it is 
not right for you ۶۵ sit. You wretch, sit up all night 
with your guests. Because you slept at night, you 
got le ft behind on the road by day. 


After sitting they got up; the camels uttered a cry. 
Congratulations to them for being awake, while 
you were enjoying your sleep. Following the 
camels, travel today, Sasui.” 


Heedless one, abandon your heedlessness. How can 
you doze, you shameless girl? Silently they set 
out and got to their journey’s end. Get rid of the 
sleepiness from your eyes, lest you have to cry out 
in the twisting mountain passes. 


My eyes became drowsy and sleep overtook this 
wretched creature. For whom should I now I 
spend time in this Bhambhor? Sisters, the camel 
men have hurt my heart. 


When you slept with legs stretched out, you did 
something very wrong. If you had only stood by 
your beloved’s door you would have heard them 
whispering. You are not related by birth to Ari 
Jam. You were wed to Punhun, but you slept, you 
wretched girl.” 
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لوچین چو نه لطیف چني, هاري eS‏ هون 
ننبان نِڀاڳينِ oS‏ اوپالا آچن 


شین ۶ شنجھیٹی, مُنهُن ويژهي He RE‏ 
اوجاگو اکن oF‏ جاتوء نه ڈیی 


3595 تون ڏاڍوء ڏاڍا ڈادِ|ِون گرین 
مُون تن QUI‏ یئن وهین» AS‏ وَنْ وَدِي وادو 
اي 252 جو کادو نات پر ڪيرَ Li‏ ڪَري 


ڈونگڑ elua SS‏ پرین گذٌجان ته چوان 
پنيء ٿئين یَوارٹونء پیا ونگا 55 سَنداءِ 
چگی ڪان eles Wi ch‏ پرینء جو 


ڈونگڑ ڏوراپوء پهریون چونییّس پرِينءَ کي 

5G‏ پیر پڻون ڪَياء رون چنیون تو 

وحم نه پیا ژوخ ۾ 15 مُنهنجو کو 

واکو WIE‏ وو مُون سان SES‏ ٿو جاژون SE‏ 
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To sleep with legs stretched out is the action of the 
unworthy. You fool, why do you not search for 
your Hêt, says Latif? Taunts are directed at the 
luckless if they sleep. They remained asleep in the 
evening, so why do they search for Punhun? 


You slept inthe evening, with your face covered like 
the dead. You did not know how to keep your 
eyes awake. It was your fault, but you blame the 
Kechis. 


“Oh mountain, you are harsh, and so is your behavior. 
You slice my body like a woodcutter cutting a tree. 
I am drawn by destiny; why else would anyone 
travel over the rocks? 


Oh mountain, if I get to be with my beloved, I will 
describe the sufferings you have inflicted on me. 
At dawn you are frightening, and your paths are 
twisting. You have done me no good in erasing my 
beloved’s tracks. 


Oh mountain, the first complaint I shall utter to my 
beloved is this: ‘The stones have cut my feet to 
pieces and pierced my soles. In your heart you 
had not the least pity on me.’ I shall cry: ‘The 
mountain has been very cruel to me.’ 
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ڈونگر ڈکوژن ک, دلاسا OFS‏ 
گھٹو پُچجي ین S‏ جن وتان هوت O55‏ 
تون گئن سَندا تن G85‏ پیر ذکوئیین 


ڈونگڑ ذکوین SSS‏ نه شڪا ڳوڙها 
هو جي پَهَنَ پټ جاء سی وَجي ٹیا bas‏ 
گونڈَر جا گھوڑاء 455 جاڼ جُدا ڪيو 


ڪي ي گیا پازه ESS‏ ڈُونگڑ پاق چم 
oe‏ اگنوان مژون پیا مامري 


ڈونگڑ پُونین GH HS‏ میخون ڏونگرين 


ني lug‏ زُوَن» دي ڈُونگڑ پا م ې 

EUS‏ ڪين چُونِ؛ مَنچمنِ جو پریئٹو 
0-0 و ہے ہت 
22 


J55 cs 1‏ مه ڈور ڪاري £58 
آر E‏ جو ebl‏ مُون رَهَثْما راھ ٹیو 
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Oh mountain, you should give cheer to those who are 
sad. You should take great care of those who have 
been abandoned by the one they love. Why, oh 
stone, do you hurt the feet of those who grieve? 


Oh mountain, the tears on the cheeks of those who 
grieve do not dry up. They dissolve the stones of 
the Pab. Hosts of sufferings destroyed me when 
he abandoned me.” 


Inher grief she lamented to the mountain. When they 
heard her story, the wild animals were grieved. 


The mountains are the pegs of the earth,? the beloved 
is the one who fixes them. You will never find so 
patient a lover. 


The two of them sit weeping together, the grieving girl 
and the mountain. They say nothing to anyone of 
the love between them. 


“Oh rock, by making yourself hot, what will you do to 
those who grieve? If you are the stones of the Pab, 
my limbs are made of iron. No one is to blame, it is 
fate that has dealt with me like this. 


Oh, many are the friends who seek comfort. Grief has 


made me familiar with the rocks. The distress 
Punhun has caused me is my guide on this path. 
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مُون کي IE‏ چتّرین» هت ھوتاٹی هان 
اوي من کن abl aS‏ کاز رن ان 


شون کي lé‏ م چَبَرینء پوءِ هایس بان 
جي پلایُون بان» تن کي رس رسيلا راھ ۾ 


شتي Jal S768‏ ٻاروچَنِ جا 
م وهای وو ژي» ڪوهياري کرگ 


$ ڈوٹیو تنهن S55‏ جَڏِيءَ جئن نه ژمي 


On مھا‎ 


شتي پَوّن چرگ. Jl‏ بازوچن جا 
پُنهونء ي یکان جُون» راسیُون منجهان É}‏ 
ub‏ هوت LS‏ لوچان لوط نه GSI‏ 


جيهي جي تيهي, ته به بانهي باروچن جي 

CSS‏ هوت پنهونء ہین شون Seo‏ ڪيهي 
Joi‏ آريء چام چې. با aul‏ 

fod‏ جا پائین پیر ب تنهن جُتي نه جيهي 

وساري ويهي» تن eS‏ کي O85 HES‏ 


هي ي نه Bb‏ ته به ہانھي ہاروچّنِ ېي 
ٍنَ Ko‏ مُقابل Gee‏ ي gh‏ ٿي شي 
ob‏ تان ad‏ هن جو هل هوت دي 
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Now do not leave me here in the rocks, my H6t. For 
God’s sake, take this woman near your camels. I 
will be the humble servant of the Arichos. 


Do not leave me on the rocks, it was my pride that 
detained me. Come, beloved, to those who have 
been led astray by their false pride. 


As I was sleeping, mother, thoughts of the Baloch 
suddenly made me start. Ah, the arrows of the 
mountain lord affected every part of me. The 
impact shook my whole frame, and now this poor 
wretch cannot live. 


As I was sleeping, mother, thoughts of the Baloch 
suddenly made me start. Punhun’s arrows are 
tipped with steel. I seized hold of them, but the 
metal does not come out, however hard I try. 


Whatever I am, I am the Baloch’s slave girl. In my 
lowliness, what objection can I raise with ۴ 
Punhun? I was from the beginning fated to belong 
to Ari Jam. I am less even than the slippers he 
wears. How can I forget the Kechi and be content? 


No matter what, I am the Baloch’s slave girl. It is 
because of my relationship with him that Sasui 
has become famous. He has severed his ties with 
me, but I must go to the Hot. 
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ڳا نه lly‏ ادِثون آریچن جي 
جیکس واجھائی؛ jlo‏ مَرَندِيَس هوت eJ‏ 


ھَلَنْ هان نه هوت جو 555 مُون نه وس 
ail‏ آریچن =« JS‏ میزئین گس 

پرین پنهوار تو Old‏ ڈُونگریا مُون us‏ 
gsl‏ آرس» Ld‏ جیھائی Sor‏ کي 


مُون کي جين ماریو, آن ڪي LAS‏ سي 
تن ۾ طاقّت ناه کا آدا اين ري 
شوژ ails‏ تي جیلان HSS AE‏ 


مُون S‏ جنین ماریو سُجاتِم gow‏ 
پُنھون پیکان بح ټَجَنڊياء ob‏ تان Be‏ 
ویجینون ويئيء J‏ ھیٹی مجقین 


Blow Sess پنهونء جو‎ 99553 


مُنهُن BS‏ مُون col‏ زنگازنگی را 
پهرین د يندا پاش پوء وگیندا رک م 
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There is no sign or sound of the Arichos here, sisters. 
How can I press on and cross the vast range of the 
mountains? Perhaps now I will die as I search for 
the Hêt. 


I cannot endure Punhun’s departure, and itis beyond 
my power to goto him. Oh God, let this humble 
creature find the path of the Aricho. I ask you, 
shepherd,? about my beloved. Ohrock, show 
me where he is. It is my eyes’ laziness that has 
brought such trouble to this woman. 


Have you encountered the people who destroyed me? 
Without him, brother, there is no strength in my 
body. I have been pierced by sharp pains since 
things became too much for me. 


I have recognized the one who has destroyed me. 
Punhun used his eyes to shower me with arrows. 
This creature has passed beyond the power of 
doctors and has come under the power of the 
beloved. 


Punhun sometimes projects moonlight, sometimes 
darkness. His path appears be fore me in many 
colors. First he plunges me into alum,‘ then he 
colors me with dye. 
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99553 پُنهونءَ جو؛ JLS‏ راعت 

پانلیان ڏِينهُن ٌوارثون» ساجَن لاء صخت 
oe‏ مَصییت» آري Ale‏ 3 

رء 5 قُوت ڪيوء ويي bys‏ چران 

اٍنَّ غذابان Sle gsi‏ چو نه ole‏ 
uol‏ جو نه وهان» سو مان شر سَرَتِيُون 


آدیُون آگمي آهیان, Bly oa‏ 
جي شي ا مي د دانا 


كَقِیة حقیقت Ge‏ حال چي. جي ظاهژ گریان GY‏ 
لی ما مزوتن ي. دُونگر پون دري 
fol 45,5 55 085‏ أپري KES‏ ڪي 


خقیقت هن حال uz‏ جي ظاهڙ گریان زبانَ 
لګ ماب مژوتن aS‏ رسي 394 بان 
Sb‏ كي کان. JS‏ ټپ جلي 35 


وژ وِلَهنِ جا تل .وس 55 راق پم 4 


SS Éh پر تقصیژون‎ Jaa 3 oe 
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Punhun’s appearance is pure joy. I think the most 
frightful day is a happy one because of him. Ari 
Jam’s oppression is sweet to me. 


Without the beloved, I sit and feed on the pain of 
separation. Mother, whydidI not die before these 
torments? Sisters, you know nothing of the pains 
I suffer. 


Sisters, I have fallen sick since my beloved left. That 
wise mountain dweller is the one I love; which 
way did he go? The one in whom Sasui delighted 
has gone to rest in Kech. 


If I revealed only a little of my true condition, the 
wild animals would be struck dumb and the rocks 
would be split, the trees would be burned and no 
fresh vegetation would grow. 


If I spoke openly of my true condition, the wild 
animals would be struck dumb and the shepherd 
would be shattered. No rocks would remain in 
place and the mountains would all be burned up. 


When I consider myself, I find that I am full of faults. 


Noble Ari Jam, do not leave. Oh support of the 
helpless, be my guide on this path. 
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سزتیون vibe‏ جي» ڪوۀھ ٿيون O58 HK‏ 
گهاء نه LŚ yf‏ جو by‏ مان Us‏ 053 
چیتاریو نه چُوّنِ؛ پار مُنهجي پِرِينء تان 


HF‏ ې خونچات. 053 953( جا 


گنهن پر زثان پرینء ي. ER‏ ناه پچاز 
آنڌر ٿي آفون گریان. کاڻي مَنچھ خماز 
گرب جي Fy gaf‏ یت ٻاروچنِ ۾ 
شج uring‏ تن oS‏ جوش جلایا ي 
طالب ي تحَقیق جاء نِينهُن تنین وت ني 
od sis‏ ئي. هُو تان آهي هيڪڙو 


35 نه شهي ویگء نون ٽيڏي oA‏ گرین 


آڃا تون آوات. واٽان پاسي ويسري 
شونھین في شوات. ته نجهان SS Jo‏ لھین 
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Why do my friends mournforthosewhoareinpain? 5 
Their hearts have not been wounded, so their 
tears are hypocritical. They do not think of my 
beloved love as they utter their laments. 


How should I weep for my beloved, when I feel no 36 
longing within me? In the passes there are bushes 
that draw blood, and there are enemies on my 
path. I have heard how those who are afflicted 
sizzle on the rocks. 


How should I weep for my beloved, when I do not 37 
know how to be consumed? Inwardly I sigh, as 
I burn in the sickness of love. The discourse of 
distress is different among the Baloch.” 


Desolation dwells among those who are consumed 38 
by passion. Take your love to the seekers of true 
reality. Those who cannot see properly see triple, 
but he is one. 


Get rid of the others and go toward the one. With 39 
your defective vision, you see triple, but he 
permits no distinction. 


You are still off track and unaware of the path. 40 


Become aware, get on track, and discover the path 
in your heart. 
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آگیان ڪَؤ م ool Se‏ قالي آڏو کیچ کي 


ls 
پئی آلو آلو‎ deb مؤن کي يندا ساڻء ہاروچا‎ 
Slab الله لڳ‎ les ES$ دیندا من‎ 
پرین چیو پان‎ edt لا تفْتطوا من رحمة‎ 
è o جمیعاء‎ piha abl اِنْ‎ 
چي. آهڙو هي | ڳواڻ‎ Abilis آدیؤن‎ 
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Do notturn back, girl, when yousee the Pab. Do not 
tremble as you go on, it is a carpet that is spread 
before Kech. 


Oh, the Baloches will take me with them if they are 
merciful. 


In my pain they will give me a sign in the name of God. 


Do not despair of the mercy of God" is what the beloved 
himself said. 

Indeed God forgives all sins, this is a true sign. 

Sisters, says Abdul Latif, such is the guide. 
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۲ سر حسیی 
َو م shld‏ یو fb‏ سر هت 
سخ سامهون مُنھّن ۾٬‏ متان گرئین کت 
شپیریان جي hs‏ ڳاڙهي سج گالهه مزین 


آلهي سج gol‏ کي ذنائین ڈونگڑ 


Ue Sige‏ چو شوزن جو هر 
کل GS ah‏ ويچاريء ونکاز تي 


ویئی مُون ویو لڙي سخ لقن تان 
1 ۰ ۰ - صرح 

آئون ذوريندي کیترو KE‏ پیز پیو 
شوژنِ سان سهو. آي 03 جيڏِيُون 


شرتثون شجي شچ. مَتان کا مُون سين هلي 
پاٹی ناه 45 گھٹو؛ اڳيان رائو E E‏ 
مَتان مَري اج ڪا GS‏ پاراتو پرينءَ S‏ 


lot نه پیروڼ» اوڏيءَ چڪ نه‎ EN 


يچ تا 


پویون هي پیرون» نینهن نباهي هلیا 
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Do not hang back, it is sunset, go boldly on. The sun is 
in your face, but do not hesitate. If you go as the 
sun reddens, you will come to where the beloved 
is with his company. 


The sun sets after a delay; she has seen the rocks. 
Sasui’s provision consists of pain, says Shah. With 
head held high, the poor girl slain by grief enters 
the Vankar. 


“As I sat, the sun went down over the mountain 
passes. How will I track him, when my path lies 
over stones? My connection is with sorrows, my 
friends. 


No one should go with me, friends, a wilderness lies 
ahead. There is no water, the journey is long, in 
front of me are nothing but sand and wasteland. 
Maybe one of you might curse the beloved as they 
were dying of thirst. 


On the open ground he has left no tracks, he did not 


wait nearby. He finally went, leaving his tracks as 
tokens that he had kept faith with me.” 
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شيءِ کا تنوا ڪي هنژین J‏ هت گٹین 
وین gt}‏ سَشیبٔیون, ھوتائنِ هزار 
ہاروچاٹا gh‏ توژان ترس نه سکیا 

Je‏ ۽ واجهاء پنین One‏ وچ ې 

مٿيان مي sii (es‏ پاروچٌن جو 

مُون کي lab‏ تی cS‏ جئن نه پٌژوژئین مچ 


آمزٍ اوري اڇ ته ست sola‏ شور ي 


مي مَنجھانِ مینپُن. پٌسو ESL‏ جئن وهي 
مُون پانيو ORY‏ چپون جيري سَندِيُون 


منجهان مُنهنجي E95‏ ي وې ساجَنْ وسري 


ws‏ آت چرخ کيء پُوٹٹون at‏ او 
ois‏ جنھین لاء» سو کوهیارو کیچ ویو 


کوءِ هاژهو بن هوث, کوء پُنهون ېن Py‏ 
مار مُون مَوث: Gag‏ پرائیو 
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Did you hear the sweet sound of his voice, or did you 
lift your hands in vain? Hundreds and thousands 
of Sasuis roam in search of their Hôt beloveds. No 
child of the Baloch has ever lear ned pity. 


It is partly that the earth is hot, mother, partly that she 
blazes for her beloved. She presses on and yearns 
for him, caught between both fires. 


“The bonfire of the Baloch blazes over my head. You 
taunt me because you do not understand the truth 
of my condition. Come near me, mother, so that I 
may give you an idea of my suffering. 


See how the tears rain like water from the eyes in my 
head. What I thought was love was really flames 
from the fire. 


If my soul forgets my beloved, it would be a good 
thing if I were smitten by the hot wind and died 
like the desert lark. 


Do not card a cotton ball for me, mother. Kick the 
spinning wheel and throw the rolls of yarn in the 
water. The mountain dweller for whom I spun has 
gone to Kech. 


Curses onthe Harho, on the Hot, and on love. Mother, 
all that I have got from seeing him is death. 
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کوء ې وي Gari oF‏ گهوري ذاتِ جَتن جي 
مُون کي GF‏ لوخ پيهي ويا چپرین 


کو | ڳانجهو نینهن GL‏ ٻاروچَنِ سين 


جان چين تان JE‏ کانهي جاء bE‏ ري 
تتيء ٽڌِيءَ هل. کانهي ويل Eb:‏ ي 


E £55‏ ٿڌِيءَ el‏ ڪانهي ويل Z ób‏ 
متان 33 أونداھ پیژ نه آهین پرينءَ جو 


کو گهمندي گهوژ 131 ٻاروچَنِ جو 
AUER eS‏ دیس پنیوز هنگون هت GET aj‏ 


نورَجِن ts‏ > مُون کي ساثان کاریو 
هاثي سان $$ تان ڪي ذُونگر ذوریان 


As‏ ټنپوران» پٌجو تان اهو 
SI‏ ماگانء سَرتین شور پرائیا 
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Curses on their language,! on the Baloch, and on the 13 
whole tribe of camel men. He told me to search, 
then he went into the rocks.” 


The hotter the day becomes, the faster she presseson 14 
with her journey. The Brahman girl’s? love for the 
Baloch began in pre-eternity. 


So longas you live, keep burning, there is no 15 
alternative to burning. Go on through heat and 
cold, there is no time to sit and rest. 


Press on through heat and cold, there is no time to sit 16 
and rest. Otherwise darkness may fall and you will 
not find the beloved’s track. 


“As I roamed, I thought of the Baloch. I decided that 7 
I will leave Bhambhor, where my heart finds no 
peace. 


The delights of Bhambhor separated me from his 18 
group. With much suffering I will now search the 
mountains for him. 


Sisters, flee Bhambhor and be saved. Many friends 19 


have already brought suffering on themselves in 
this place. 
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Ry‏ هن پنیور م. C399‏ جو دونهون 


سوارو شونهون» FH‏ پُورج شي 


ټنڀوران اجاژ سرتیون سَگڙ پانئیان 
مُون سین تنهن پٌهاژ ذکان Ib‏ نه ڈوریو 


اجاژان ټنپوژ سَرَتِيُون سَکر پانئیان 
Gly‏ آتوژ 2053 چتِ اکينِ سان 


شهر شجاتو کین کي ارياني آتوژ 
ماڻيو تنین موژ دیکیو جنین JO‏ سین 


رو هو ټنپوژ جو آریاٹیء آجاریو 

لائو سپ لوگ تان» هاژهي EJS‏ هوژ 
چوریُون 83 سکیون, پُنهون کیائون پوژ 
آیو سو آتوژ, جنهن ڏکيُون ڏک وهاریُون 


آجایا مونهان, ساجهر تی سی by‏ 
o&‏ پنپوران» شت مُنهنجي ذات ي 


آئون ي هُيَس hd‏ آدیُون آرِيچَنِ جو 
ساٹ Ugh la ound‏ کوهیارا رین مُون 
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Sisters, the smoke of hell arises from this Bhambhor. 20 
Find a guide and go forth in good time, Sasui. 


Friends, I think the wilderness is better than 21 
Bhambhor. Otherwise my pain would not have led 
me to search the mountains. 


Friends, I think Bhambhor is better than the 22 
wilderness. It was there that my eyes saw the 
peerless Ari. 


The Bhambhor that did not go after the Hot is utterly 23 
lost. The city completely failed to recognize the 
peerless Ari. Those who beheld him with their 
hearts enjoyed the beautiful lord. 


Bhambhor was bad, Ari made it glorious. The lord 24 
of the Harho removed anxiety from the whole 
world. The girls learned to print on cloth, making 
Punhun their pattern. The peerless one came, the 
one who adorned them with sorrows. 


My beloved left early because he was ashamed of me. 25 
It was in Bhambhor that he came to know about 
my caste.? 


Sisters, if I had been related to the tribe of Ari, the 26 
mountain men would certainly have called me 
when they departed. 
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If Iwas their kinswoman, I should have complained 27 
about my brothers-in-law. Out of respect I did not 
say a word to them. Mother, my caste is a disgrace 
to the people of Kech. 


If I had spread my hair as a bed covering, your 28 
companions would still have gone. Perhaps the 
eyes of the Baloch noticed some fault in me. 


You did not stay awake with his companions, so 29 
why do you weep afterward? It was a bad way to 
behave for you to sleep while they were setting 
out. 


I keep calling out, but his companions donot cry 30 
out in answer. The camels make no sound in 
this wretched woman’s courtyard. Such are the 
miseries that happen in this evil Bhambhor. 


If I travel, he is far from Kech; if I stay, he is beside me. 31 
I wandered lost over the land in fruitless search of 


AriJam. 


If I travel, he is far from Kech; if I sleep, he holds me 32 
close. What sort of a relationship do I have with 
the Baloch? 
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Their camels passed into Las Bela, crossing over the 
Manban.* The Baloch took my husband Punhun 
Jam ona journey by force, although they had 
seemed so friendly in Bhambhor. 


I think of the rocks as my bedstead and the stones as 
my mattress. Wherever I spend the night, the 
wild animals are my friends. My yearning for my 
beloved has made the rocks my bridal palanquin. 


From those travelers, mother, I have gained much 
grief. My acquaintance with those voyagers 
happened suddenly upon me. Do not stop me, 
mother; my beloved went away, wounding my 
heart. 


Why did you get tangled up with a foreigner? Your 
wits were confused, Sasui, when you made a 
mountain man your husband. Oh Brahman girl 
who is lost, did you think that loving the Baloch 
was a game? 


My neighbors did not hide my disgrace. They revealed 
my caste to gain favor with Punhun. That is why 
the Baloch abandoned me as I lay helpless in 
sleep. 
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Mother, I have been slain by the sound of Husaini.5 By 
day I searchin pain for my beloved, at night my 
wounds fester. I fear that separation may come 
between us. 


What happens in separation cannot be experienced 
in being together. When he came to my room the 
beloved was parted from me. 


Come back, oh separation, being toget her has come 
between me and my beloved. My festering 
wounds have been closed by being with him. 


My hopes have been fulfilled, the Baloch have come 
.to Bhambhor. The sight of Punhun filled me with 
perfect peace. My griefs were all forgotten, and 
joys sent me their congratulations.” 


Sufferings showed her the painful route to the 
beloved. Griefs guided her to joining her Hût. 


“I would exchange a hundred joys, I would even 
exchange my head. If I found love, I would give 
them all for it. 


The level of my sorrows has never gone down. 


Mother, they have flooded so much that the 
waterwheel is submerged. 
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The Baloch’s arrow has struck me, his camels have 
become highwaymen. May the dew they find 
difficult not fall upon the camels later. My eyes 
receive their nourishment from the sight of the 
foreigners. 


Perhaps those grieved by love have departed from the 
land. Now who shall I ask for news of the beloved? 


Everyone else gets handfuls of sorrows, while I get 
heaps. I carry loads of them as I wander, but those 
who would buy them have le ft. 


Oh sufferer, tie your belt tight around your sorrows. 
The way to Kech lies ahead; do not get stuck in the 
passes and die there. 


Griefs are the adornment of joys. Joys without griefs 
are to be sacrificed. Through these heart’s 
delights,” my beloved came to me.” 


Those who seek him will always see the beloved. 
Those who look for him will behold the abode of 
the beloved. 


If you have asked about him, then press on; otherwise 


abandon your search for the beloved. Those who 
search are never far from the Hût. 
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“I search and search, but may I never find the Hût 
and be with him, in case the desire in my heart is 
diminished by finding him. 


I search for you, may I never find you, beloved, may 
you remain far away. May I never find any com fort 
in anything besides you. 


I have abandoned my resolve to go forward, having 
experienced the steepness of the mountains. 
Sisters, my heart is entangled with the Hot. 


She who is wedded to the Baloch will find her body up 
on the scaffold, as she weeps tears of blood. 


They have crossed my courtyard and left. Mother, I 
am dying. I fall in pieces at his feet, crying ‘Alas, 
alas!’ It is not right for me to live, for my beloved 
has turned away from me. 


If I had known that I was to suffer the misfortune 
of separation, I should from the beginning have 
erased the writing of fate. Then perhaps I should 
not later have undertaken the labor of traveling to 
Kech. 


Light the smoke of pain, woman, and go with them. 


Do not break the tie of love, for the company is 
going to climb the mountain passes. 
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Do not become separated from the caravan, for the 
company is going to climb the mountain passes. 
Otherwise you will be left behind and be unable to 
find the way they have gone. 


If you seek the beloved, turn your back on the practice 
of abstinence. Those who have seen the Baloch 
have distanced themselves from all religion. 


My heart is not cut by any knife, but by distress. I 
have been killed by agonies that prevent me being 
restored to life, friends. 


He inflicted jagged wounds upon my heart. Even 
though I try to sew them up, it cannot become 
whole since my beloved left. 


Weep, abandon gaiety, and cling to the thought of his 
caravan. I had only two or three days to be with 
the Baloch. 


Iam wretched, and my hut is filled with weeping and 
wailing. I am slain, and the pain of love is burning 
in my heart. For the Baloch I will melt the Harho 
with my blood. 
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What will you gain by weeping, is your Baloch coming 
back to you now? Friends, her beloved has done 
her great wrong. I swear to you that no one should 
deceive me. 


Do not burn this wretch who is already burned up, do 
not set this miserable creature on fire. For once 
put out this fire with a shower of water, like the 
blacksmith does.® 


If you had died yesterday, you would have joined your 
beloved then. No case was ever heard of a healthy 
woman being united with the one she loves. 


Iwill die sooner or later anyway, so it would be good if 
I died on the way. Then, friends, my blood would 
afterward be on my beloved’s head. 


After suffering hardships, die in the Pab for Punhun, 
so that your friends may all gather and utter your 
praises.” 


She smiles as she strides along, crying out to him. No 
glory will be gained by those who turn back before 
they die. 


Stride on ahead, do not reveal anything of how you 
are. Grief is the glory of those who love Punhun. 


313 


RISALO 


واکو db‏ 2 لاه ghia‏ مي hha‏ 
مان تُنهنجي ele‏ شگر ۾ سار ژمي 


شُورَنٍ ساندییاس, سی پا ي آهیان 


ڪينهي طالب OU‏ جاء نه ته آهي تات ټیاژ 
ذوریان پيو ذکاژ گمورندژ گڻي ba‏ 


کنهن جنهن ٽِينهن DIS‏ چ مُون واجهائِيندي نه ورو 
جيکي مي حکنداه سو جانټ گریو SIF‏ 


متان ٿئين Sols‏ کین آگاهون آهیان 
SS‏ م گر دوز SS‏ ہنین جي هيڪڙي 


ٻڙڪي باهر 55 گاذر منجهان گام 
GSES dls‏ سای شی سر ټټيین 


fot‏ لڳاء ڪي JEN tL‏ جا 
توهان گھٹیرو ماع 13593 by È5 sgl‏ 


314 


73 


74 


75 


76 


78 


12 || HUSAINI 


Never give up your cries, let one call succeed another. 
Perhaps you may thus be remembered on the way. 


“I have been nourished by sorrows and reared by 
worries. I was granted no portion of joy, says 
Shah. Perhaps I was a part of the creeper of 
sorrow. 


There are no seekers of divine reality, but reality 
stands ready for them. I look for them, but there is 
a shortage of seekers, and they have taken it away 
with them. 


What love are you tied up in, to stop you coming back 
to me who pines for you? Behave toward me while 
I still live, beloved, as you will after I am dead. 


Do not be downcast, I am not far away from you. 
Though it may appear I am far from you, we are 
actually together.”? 


The camel men did not do what Ari Jam had said. The 
washergir] left her village in a passion. She offered 
up her life, and now she sleeps beside his path in 
the plain. 


“Oh mountain passes, did the hems of the travelers’ 


garments touch you?” “Mother, he went weeping 
more tears of blood than ۵ 
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The foragers said: “Search for him, the way to Kech 
stretches far ahead.” Plunged in thoughts of him, 
she strode swiftly on. 


The lord of Kech acted as the pallbearer of Sasui’s 
corpse. The girl had become exhausted by her 
desire to see her beloved. The son of Ari brought 
her from the mountain passes, says Latif. The 
wretched girl was granted a place at his feet.’ 


Alas, Punhun is going ahead; let me go forward too. 
Otherwise the Baloch may say: “The base-born 
girl was incapable of doing anything.” 


“The base-born can only do bad things. Behave well, 
my merciful beloved, and come back. 


Iam not related to him, nor am I his kinswoman. Iam 
base-born and unworthy of the Baloch tribe. 


Let news of my caste not reach Kech. Otherwise 
Punhun may be ashamed of me before his people. 


If, like me, your eyes had seen the Baloch, you would 
have told me to search for him, and gone into the 
mountains yourselves. 
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As you wander, keep crying ‘Alas, alas!’ in case you 
forget that ‘alas.’ Do not shed tears that can be 
seen, but weep tears o f blood within. Patience is 
a powerful force; may it quickly bring me to my 
beloved. 


The silence of the beloved will slay you, do not shed 
tears of blood. Do not abandon your humble 
devotion, girl, pride will lose you your Punhun. 


In death you will stay fixed on whatever youare 
fixed upon in life. How will those who do not see 
Punhun here see him in Kech? 


I alone wander in the wilderness, all the others travel 
in his company. Anyone who invokes the name of 
love will suffer misfortune like me. 


My heart is tied to Punhun witha knot so tangled that 
I cannot undo it, however hard I try. 


Iasked the experts about the rocks and the path’s 
ups and downs. Those who go alone fall prey to 
bandits. Without a guide, this difficult land does 
not become easy.” 


There are hundreds and thousands of robbers in the 
wilderness. Oh you who travel on foot, take a 
guide with you in the desert. 
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Do not just talk about love, the ways of love are 
quite different. Do not break your connection 
with suffering, deal actively with the pain of 
separation. 


Those who saw the beloved made him the ornament 
around their neck. How can others realize the 
worth of his alchemy? 


“Foolish girl, do not let your heart waver; you will 
experience joy, Sasui. The mountain man is. 
coming to you in joy, leading a train of camels.” 


It was the lady’? who first mourned in Husaini for 
Husain. Afterward the world came to learn 
about it. 


Oh my Hût, I will give my flesh to the wild beasts after 


tearing my body to pieces. 

I have set fire to Bhambhor and have come to you. 

Icannot manage without Ari Punhun, friends. 

In my grief, I put a grindstone on my heart and grind 
my griefs. 

Draw near, my beloved, and do not go far away. 

I have seen him; believe me, the vexations of the 
journey do not turn me back. 

Show yourself to this grieving girl, who dies without 
seeing your face. 
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s موهیّس میت‎ ot oy پیالی‎ 

آريء جي عشق چ, مُون کي أَندَ ر آگ بَري 
توي توء نه obig‏ جي وَجان ڀُونءِ S‏ 

دَو وجهندیس ڈوڑ 4 و داز ري 

O15‏ شي هوت جو SASS‏ ڏري 

پرین گنج پانهنجِيُونء أَكِيُون SAL‏ 
sic‏ عَبْڈاللَطِیف چي. مَنَ ڪا jé‏ ري 
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My beloved’s cup, which he has made sweet, has 
intoxicated me. 

The fire of love for Ari Punhun burns within me. 

IfI am laid beneath the earth, still I will not leave you. 

I will hurl my body into the dust, after severing my 
head. 

See how this grieving creature is broken on hearing of 
Punhun’s departure. 

Beloved, cast your eyes thatare full of kindness upon 
me. 

Sisters, says Abdul Latif, may my beloved show mercy 
to me. 
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٣‏ شر لیلا چنیسر 
داغ تُنهنجو دائِماء ماري مَعڈُورین 


سائینء کازن شپرین وَچج م ڈُورین 
2 تو څضُورين, مَڻيو وجهان مَچ م 


ميو وجهان GS‏ ې هائیء jlo Je‏ 

راجا ریسائو گھٹو؛ PRA‏ سرداژ 

چؤدِس چُنیسر چام جو دیهان ڏيه ڈھکاڑ 
5250 اکیین GE 2S OU‏ مَٽئين 


جم مہ و گت 


TRS‏ موهجي. مُوژهي ó‏ مرڪ 


چئی FEMS‏ چام سین, وڏو تو 553 
595 ویو 555« seel‏ ء كَنء Sad‏ جو 


Èj چپ نيبۀ تبنم‎ Sqm IS jlo 
کونژوء جو حرث. مُونھان مَثاهُون ٹیو‎ 


324 


13 Lila Chanesar 


“The pain you inflicted makes your helpless lovers 
suffer forever. For God’s sake, belo ved, do not 
go far away. In your presence I am throwing the 
jewels into the blazing fire. 


I am throwing the jewels into the blazing fire, and 
putting the necklace in the flames.” Shah says: Oh 
beautiful woman, how can you rest at ease? The 
king is a mighty ruler and very jealous. The lands 
that lie in every direction are in awe of Prince 
Chanesar. You exchanged for the jewels the lord 
who is the delight of your eyes.” 


Chanesar is twice as hard to grasp as the rest of the 
world. You broke your ties with him, so that you 
might feel the jewels in your hand. 


Beguiled by the jewels, you foolishly thought much of 
yourself. With your words you separated yourself 
from Prince Chanesar. The page has turned, and 
you have experienced the burning pain of being 
rejected. 


“The glitter of the gems turned my head. I thought I 


would win the necklace as a bet, and that it would 
be mine forever. Kaunru’s trickery beat me.” 
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مَٹیو ناه مَيِيُون» جو نون يي هاژ هرکئین 
Jol‏ اهي اڳهينء سَنڍِيُون ڪوڙ OSES‏ 
ان گموژن Lb‏ کهئیُون. دوشیئان ڈور گیون 


تو جو پانيو Slo‏ سو شون جو سرو 
آوڻت جو Jbl‏ کانڈ گنهین سين مم ري 


نه ڪي هو oil‏ وہ نه ڪي ڳر ash‏ 
نه مُون سین نه شرمو» نه سینگاژ گیوم 
تيلانه کانڈ سَندومِ٬‏ کو d‏ تہ گزي 


ٻانهوٽا بانن وہ سینت مٹیا وار 


او ذمریو «God‏ جیلو هُنهنين هار جو 


شٹو سپ شرتثون, وژ نه گنهین وس 
5985 پَھرئین دس پچیو ٿو پورا کري 
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The gems you saw and were beguiled by are not 6 
precious. In fact, they were always beads of glass. 
Cursed be the gems that have separated many 
from those they love. 


What you thought was a necklace was a string of 7 
sorrows. Chanesar withdrew his affections and 
turned to the maidservant. May no husband 
behave with such hostility to anyone. 


œ 


“Iwore nothing on my wrists and nothing around 
my neck. I had no decoration in my hair parting 
or makeup around my eyes, nor any other 
adornment. It was because I was unadorned that 
my husband chose me. 


I wore golden earrings in my ears, deep-colored 9 
necklaces around my throat, and bracelets around 
my wrists, and my hair was oiled and parted 
with vermilion. That is why my beloved husband 
ceased to think of me. 


Look, he was already angry with me, the necklace 10 
was a pretext. Friends, listen to me, all of you, my 
husband is not in anyone’s power. At the very first 
chance he crushes any attempt to control him. 
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پُوچا دتم ہیں ڪن می دول جا 
مون پانيو نهن ویر کوچھي گندو SPL‏ 


سَوڑیین ELR‏ پکو 98 ولاریو 
pans‏ کانداء» تان مُون هئن نه پانئیو 


ري ۳3 - تري ASS‏ 
انڌ ژاوپائن د سین» ساژي گیائرشن سوگ 
EDL‏ جو Ey‏ ویو ويچاريءَ وسري 


هُئِينءَ ته گھٹو ُوشیاژ JE‏ به هي FTES‏ 


تو پانیو موچاري Lad «ils‏ باي هاژ 
کانڈ TELELOGIC‏ سئین تین سینگاژ 
وَهَمَ لهي وینجهاژ دِليُون SA‏ داسڑو 


وڏيري «ld‏ میڑو مُون گھرِ شرتیین 


ls Liles زي‎ «g هت جهن هار‎ 
جو‎ Sind 2 2653 àl ډیلیاس»‎ doe 
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I saw that the groom’s feet were crooked at the time of u 
the covering.? I realized at the time that he would 
treat his bride badly. 


Kaunru sleeps inthe same quilts, occupying that fair 12 
abode. Oh Chanesar my husband, I did not think 
this of you. 


When Lila saw the treasure, she slipped into selfish 13 
thoughts. People kept coming and condemning 
her. With their taunts, they have burned her 
inside to a crisp. The poor woman has forgotten 
the high spirits of her childhood. 


Were you so clever then, and did you know about 14 
your husband? Did you think you would be 
beautiful with the necklace around your neck? A 
husband does not like a false wife, no matter how 
many ornaments she wears. Chanesar is a skilled 
appraiser who discovers secret thoughts and 
examines hearts. 


“T was the leading lady, my friends gathered at my 15 
house. When my hand touched the necklace, I 
became unpleasing to my husband. My beloved 
pushed me away, and I suffered the bitter pain of 
rejection. 
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555 هُياس» چُنیسر جي راچ ۾ 
ذهلین دمامین نقرین» 3 los Jas‏ 
ډولي دیلیاس as Eyles ua‏ 4 


5,155 هیاس, FURS‏ جي راچ ۾ 

دائِيين بائیین» دَرباتن بر و ي پُچیا 

ذهلین ڌمامين تقرین, لی وج ۽ وناراي 

یس داڈلی دوسَنِ oz‏ گي هلکي هار ڪَياسِ 
تنهان پوء تیاس ڪانياري کانڈ ي 

هيس هندورن وہ پییّم ڪائه بَژوز 

يي ستٌدي ماري کوجهي وس So‏ 
ساشهان 03 شور ویو By‏ 9035 


ور سين وژهیو آئین» مُوژهي eked‏ پان 
SIX‏ ے2 یا egl J‏ قَنء SS‏ جو 


ليلا پُورِي نه تَئینء GF‏ چُنیسَر سان 
et ٢ 27‏ ور راچان 
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I was the leading lady in Chanesar’s kingdom. Drums 
and tabors and pipes would welcome me. My 
beloved pushed me away; I became disgraced in 
the land as a rejected woman. 


I was the leading lady in Chanesar’s kingdom. I was 
greeted in the inner apartments by maids, slaves, 
and attendants. I was seated in the midst of the 
company with drums and tabors and pipes. I was 
my darling’s beloved, but then the necklace made 
me of no account. After that I was disgraced in the 
eyes of my husband. 


When I sat on swings? I had no awareness. The 
business of the jewel made me ugly and brought 
disgrace upon me. Sorrows came to confront me, 
my husband turned away from me. 


Lila, mind you do not make yourself conspicuous 
by talking to Chanesar. You brought ruin upon 
yourself, you foolish woman, when you quarreled 
with your husband. You fool, you acted with pride 
and brought upon yourself the pain of being 
rejected. 


Lila, you cannot match up to him by talking to 
Chanesar. The one you thought was your own is 
a kingjealous of his honor. Love for anyone else 
does not please your husband. 
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GF‏ چنیسر Ale pis‏ سین › ليلا د نون A‏ لکاء 
دوس تُنهنجو داسڙوء کاندِ وڈیائی کاء 
ته ولو ڍڪ سندِياء BITS HE‏ 


چئي چنیتر چام سین, ليلا ون مَ لکاء 
اي کانڈ گنهجو نه ڑِئيی, نه ڪا مُون نه تون 
ژکندیُون 4958S‏ مُونء Gl‏ 58 35 دادلیون 


ليلا جیلا gE‏ ون سوي سکتین 


LL Gb‏ ڳچيءَ ہہ پا غرييء گل 
Jó‏ نه چُونڈء oll‏ جي کاژون آڻئين SIS‏ 


چنیسر سين چاڳ» متان ڪا BS‏ ڪَري 
جان مُون پوء 6993935 ته هي نه JL‏ ماڳ 
ڈمریو SoS‏ سگهو $3 شهاڳڻيين 


جي ٿڙي ثورَژیا ته دوس als as‏ 
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13 || LILA CHANESAR 


Do not reveal yourself, Lila, by talking to Prince 
Chanesar. Your beloved Dasaro is exceedingly 
patient. Your beloved is your protection, a cover 
over your faults. 


Do not reveal yourself, Lila, by talking to Prince 
Chanesar. This husband does not belong to 
anyone, not to me and not to you. I have seen 
many of his darlings weeping at his door. 


Oh lovely Lila, give up the clever ways you have 
learned. Wrap the hem of your garment humbly 
around your neck and embrace poverty. He will 
never tell you to go away if you entreat him with 
humility. 


No woman should play the coquette with Chanesar. I 
realized afterward that this was not the place for 
flirting. In his fury he swiftly sentenced his happy 
brides to rejection. 


No woman should be flirtatious with Chanesar. The 
groom does not like pride or arrogance in anyone. 
If he turns away from them over a small thing, he 
causes suffering to those who love him. 
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Saris‏ شهاگنیون. شپني OG‏ جَزاۀ 
َڀ گنهین پانیو پاق aS‏ ته ايندو مُون ڳر Ely‏ 
پینو تن درا جي od‏ پاڻ لجائِٹون 


آوڳڻ ڪري GUT‏ تو در ايس دامَڑا 
چن تو Éa‏ سنديون ژوح ۾ تِن مون ڀيڻي ناه تار 
سائینء لگ شتا میت balus‏ مُنھنجیٔون 


جي مُون مُوژهي hs‏ ته ون پاڻ شڃاڻج شپرین 
Jol‏ آواین جاء غیت ډّحکئين تون OF‏ 
Gl‏ پر ُنهنجي hg‏ چئن ولهیون ډَحکئین وَلها 


ما . گی رپ کے 
ڪوڙين تنهنجون کامٹیونء 
تون کوڑِيِنِ شښندو کاند 
مُون کي ٥ JE‏ داسزاء ته َجان نه وٹوانڈ 
مون FLAT‏ ۾ پاند. تو چنيسَر هت ۾ 
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They were all happily married women, and they all 26 
had their faces decorated. Each of them thought 
that the king would come to her. He entered by 
the door of the one who was ashamed to look at 
herself. 


Dasaro, I have come to your door after committing 27 
countless faults. If there are things that make you 
angry in your heart, my husband, then I have no 
place of support. For the sake of the lord, remove 
my defects, oh you who conceal all faults. 


If my awareness is inadequate, then you must 28 
recognize who you are. From the beginning 
you have concealed the faults of the lost to an 
extraord inary degree. Your glory is such, oh 
beloved husband, that you cover their faults. 


You have thousands of beautiful partners, you are the 29 
partner of thousands. Dasaro, do not leave me, so 
that I may not be disgraced. You, Chanesar, are 
the one who holds the hem of the shawl that is 
humbly wrapped around my neck.” 
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وائی 
جیئري زیارت. ي مان هوء giy‏ سين 
سر مُنهنجا شپرپن مؤن تان لاه م هت 
مؤلا من کي میزئین» شپیریان جي Sats‏ 
com AST AF obg‏ پیرین وجهان Eb‏ 
ڈؤران 053 شپرین» مچي جن Éko‏ 
Glo‏ ۾ مُشتاق سینء کانه ڪيائون کت 
آدیون عَبڈالَلطیف چي. مَجیائؤن مت 


Ny 
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Come, beloved, enter my house, Lord Chanesar. I 30V 
have given up the necklace. 

Asking for Lila and devising their plans, the pair of 
them‘ came from outside. 

Winning my husband’s trust, she found a place in the 
palace. 

Iam full of defects, faults, and vices. Beloved, 
overlook them all. 

Coming to your door, Dasaro, what displays of love 
can I make? 

Ihave come, beloved, says Abdul Latif, and entered 
your door. ` 
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ڪاله گذیوشون ssl‏ باو بیکاري 
سامیع سيلو jw‏ تيء مالا موچارِي 
ڏيئي ڈیکاری؛ ڦتي Jo‏ فقِیژ ویو 


ڪاله گذیوشون «SHS‏ جهژو Jd dle‏ 
قيض فراق Sor sual‏ جاگائی ویو 


ڪاله گلذیوشون sj‏ ُھَرَ سِج کان £92 
gud‏ شونهن ساميء چ؛ رت ورنو )£9 
جو مُنھن مُومَل جي پوءِء موٽڻ تنهن مَس ي 


ڪاله گڏيوشون sS‏ باو بان تري 
HE‏ ڏي كري» ڪا مُومّل جي مَجاز جي 


بيكاريء HS‏ ېه ویو يف PH‏ 
گالهیُون گندي ڪاڪ جُون: گوژها SF ok‏ 
ڪا جا آنگ آزي جئن تا C8‏ چُڑي پیا 


سج شپاٹی جا ڪَريء ساميء eee‏ 


agp ght Jel‏ منجهان هکت و 
سا 4985105 جوءِء چتان js Jay‏ ٹیو 
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Yesterday we met a yogi,! a wandering beggar. The 
master had a ring of cloth on his head and a fine 
necklace around his neck. Our heart was wounded 
by the fakir when he appeared before us. 


Yesterday we met a yogi, shining like the moon. The 
fakir aroused passion and pain in us.? 


Yesterday we met a yogi, one watch after sunrise. See 
the beauty of the master, who wept tears of blood, 
saying: “Once he has seen Mumal’s face, it is hard 
for anyone to return.” ۱ 


Yesterday we met a yogi whose body was covered with 
clay. Wearing a green shawl around his shoulders, 
the master had a necklace of gold. “Tell us truly,” 
we asked him, “something of Mumal’s beauty.” 


The ascetic went into the desert in a state of ecstasy. 
Great tears fell from him as he spoke of Kak. 
There was something fixed in his body that 
opened up wounds that had closed. 


The yogi’s face was filled with a light like that of the 
sun at dawn. A fragrance like that of attar came 
from his forehead. The ascetic showed us the 
place where he had been dyed red. 
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115۸10 


جوڳءَ تی جَزاءء نِسوروئی نینهّن جو 
نک چان پیدا ٹیو سامي بي وا 
آیو ڪاڪ توا گنوارن ڪَڪوريو 


Aj‏ لانگوڈیا لال گنهن پر TEN‏ گُجَرِبُون 
آب آرتو اکیین» a3‏ وهائیین لال 
ڏٿءِ ي (SLs‏ سامي که نه سّلائیین 


S 5$‏ گجمیل جُون, تا ن ۾ ترون 


هغي حاحِمِيِنِ کي٬‏ زور suis‏ ژیژون 
ڪاڪ ڪَنڌِيءَ قَمرُون» پسو Bess‏ جُون 


مُومَل ماري SENS pel cee‏ 
هي تن کي تين ميو جن GS‏ ې 
جوڳءَ Ele‏ ماري و5 و مامري 


نو dod‏ گندیین اَمَو آهي 
وڃو جي کاهي. ته نگون پٌسو OES‏ جُون 
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The yogi was completely covered with the jewelry of 
love. The sunlike master seemed like a moth. He 
had come from the landing place of Kak, dyed red 
by the princesses. 


“Come, dear yogi who wears a loincloth, how did you 
see the Gujar girls? Your eyes shed tears of blood. 
Why do you not tell us, master, about the beauty 
you beheld?” 


“There are steel axes in the pupils of the Gujar’s eyes. 
With them she deals princes heavy blows. Go and 
see the foreigners’ graves on the banks by Kak. 


The Gujar comes and stands confronting the yogis 
who charm snakes. She faces those who frre their 
arrows on target. 


Wanton Mumal slays the hunting princes. She has 
made many learned pandits and firs tremble. 
She shoots her arrows at those who wear royal 
diadems on their foreheads.” 


The yogi aroused us and plunged us into suffering, 
saying: “There is untold passion on the banks of 
the Ludano. Go there quickly and see the canals 
of love. 
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هلو هلو ڪاڪ تَژزین, جتي Jii otu‏ 
a‏ ڪا جَھل نه پل Sate‏ پسي پرینء کي 


نه ڪا رات نه ڏينهن» سیکو پسي پرینء S‏ 


هلو هلو ڪاڪ تزین 952 جت PIS‏ 
ڪوڙين زنگ رَچَنِ٬‏ پانوٍيء پگ سين 


آگون داگون Legs‏ شاخون, چتِ چوکا چندن PSS‏ 
مي سیبی ماڻياء جت نه پزن PR‏ 
گنوارُون ۽ گونی کاچ ته پٌشون ڪاڪ جا 


Las‏ چاڑئ یا شوڈا شکاري 
فکر سا 38 ڪي» سودي سوپاري 
Ugo‏ نه مارِي: گن لتاژي ڪاڪ جا 


جهزا PAF JS‏ جاء ته زا ORS‏ ویس 
چوٽا تيل جَنبيلِياء ob lolo‏ هميش 
SY‏ جي لبیس, آٿڻ آکڑ نه أَجُھي 
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14 | MUMAL RANO 


Come, go to the landing places of Kak, where love 
wells up. There is no let or hindrance, everyone 
may see the beloved. 


Come, go to the landing places of Kak, where love 
is fashioned. There is no day or night there, 
everyone may see the beloved. 


Come, go to the landing places of Kak, where love’s 
cauldrons boil. Millions are dyed as red as betel 
juice with love for Mumal. 


There are walnuts, grapes, fine sandal trees, and lotus 
flowers there. The camel enjoyed the garden 
where no bees buzz about. Let us go there quickly 
and see the princesses and lotuses of Kak.” 


The four friends, the Sodho huntsmen,? all mounted 
their camels. The Sodho prince cleverly threw 
down a betel nut.* They rode swiftly on toward 
Kak, where lovely Mumal lives. The hunters did 
not return, trampling the lotuses of Kak. 


The dresses they wore were like the petals of the 
ro se. Ah, their braided hair is always perfumed 
with jasmine oil. The sight of their beauty, says 
Shah, provokes stabbing pains of love. Their 
lovely appearance stops anything being said in the 


spinning party. 
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جهزا پاتن 38( تهژیون سالُون من سائیون د 
hé‏ ۽ غبیر سین, تازا گیالون £5 
رم و مخ 
ee‏ سون Ó‏ سین سندا کامن سن 
کیائین لال ليف چي. وڏا ویس 655 
مَنجھ مرکیس مَنًَّء سودي سین Kis‏ لیو 


سون 0945 سوډٍيون» 33 راندیُون bÉ‏ ۳ 
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The green shawls they wore were like betel leaves. 19 

They had made their bodies fresh with attar and 

_ambergris. Their braided hair was impregnated 
with musk and sandal. The lovely woman’s ears 
were decorated with silver and gold. She was 
wonderfully dressed and adorned, says Latif. She 
was happy in heart, thinking: “I am married to the 
Sodho.” 


The golden-colored Sodho women play with silver. 20 
Incense sticks burn in their reception rooms; their 
divans are scented with musk. Ewers of perfumed 
water are poured out in their bathrooms. Their 
traveling lovers are lined up and consumed by the 
sight of their beauty. To see them, says Latif, they 
have become ascetics. The yogis come to Kak, 
dyed red by love. 


The Gujar girl has wounded many; now she is 21 
wounded herself. The arrow fired by Mendhiro 
has struck her in the head. 


No one is as beautiful in appearance as Rano, the 22 
Sodho is fairer than all. He has removed the black 
de posit from everyone’s heart, says Latif. There 
is no idea of anyone else, everyone has become 
Mendhiro. 
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Kak did not detain the ascetics, its palaces did not 
beguile them. They were not trapped by the 
snares of the ladies or their maidser vants. The 
yogis paid no attention to the lovely women. 


Kak did not detain the ascetics, its riches did not 
beguile them. Being in a lofty spiritual state, they 
caused suffering to the lovely women. The girls 
frolicked about, but the ascetics passed by their 
charms. 


“I burned a candle through the night, until the rays 
of dawn appeared. For God’s sake come back, 
Mendhiro Rano, I am dying. In search of you I 
have flown many crows from Kak. 


As I stood I saw the stars rise; they have all now set. 
All night long I thought of Mendhiro and his 
camel. Tears poured down my cheeks when the 
sun put forth its rays. 


The Pleiades have set, the triple stars of Orion have 
risen. Rano has not come tonight; the time that 
he was due has passed. Curses on this wretched 
night, which I have spent without my love. 
Inflicting grief upon me, my groom has gone to 
stay in the Dhat. 
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Rano went at night, leaving some secret hint. Without 8 
the Sodho, friends, I cannot live at peace. Iam 
hopeful, though, that having gone he may return. 


The Sodho talked to me while the world slept. If itwas 29 
revealed, friends, none of you would sleep. 


Rano, I watch your path every day. Within my soullie 0 
threads of Rano’s sweet talk. I am bound to you, 
beloved, by nails of love. 


Rano, my comfort, come, oh lord of food and the 31 
earth. Happy brides desire your company, oh 
Sodho. Oh perfect lord of Kak, do not remove 
your hand from me. 


When you have formed a relationship with aman who 32 
is noble as a lion, never turn your back on him. 
Pursue Rano keenly with love. Do not shower 
your favors on everyone, like the pouring rain. 

You will think a great deal about the Sodho on the 
day of resurrection. 


The same earth that lies under my feet lies above 33 
many beloveds. We have stood and seen mighty 
ones covered in the dust. Everyone is given only 
a couple of days, get up and search for him, says 
Latif. 
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You thought Rano was a joke, you went and gave 
pleasure to some base wretch. Your husband was 
angry with you, thinking a stranger had come into 
your embrace.5 Alas, you broke your compact; you 
will think a great deal about the Sodho. 


Kak is consumed, the trees have gone, my heart burns. 
He slipped off leaving his staff behind,‘ this is the 
thought that has struck me. Now I cannot live at 
all; come back quickly, beloved. 


Kak is consumed, the trees have gone, and the 
red-painted palace is burned down. Now you 
have left, beloved, my heart is overwhelmed 
with terrors. Oh my beloved, fulfill quickly the 
promises you made to me. 


My being and my property are sacrificed to you, I 
sacrifice the Ludano. May Rano not be angry with 
this poor creature who is devoted to him. It is not 
right to put on airs with the dead, oh Mendhiro. 


Ihave no children, no partner, no in-laws, no kinsfolk. 
Since you left, beloved, I have been overcome by 
grief. Traveler, give this message to my beloved 
from the Dhat. 
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Oh my Sodho, wise beloved, turn your camel back 
toward this poor creature. What do I care for 
Kak? It is to you that my being is drawn. Abandon 
your suspicions and go to the courtyard of the one 
who desires you. 


Be happy with me, my love, and come to the courtyard 
of the one who desires you. I cannot beara 
moment without you, who make me come alive. 
Strike me with the spears of love and remove my 
sufferings. 


Look at my bedclothes, bolsters, and pillows. My heart 
burned when I saw the bedding that had been 
slept in by my beloved. I have to face not only 
the displeasure of my family but also Mendhiro’s 
failure to return. 


Oh Sodho, my grief has dried up my eyes, whichno 
longer water. They are dry with longing for Rano’s 
com pany. How can they feel full, Mendhiro, when 
you have crucified them? 


If you come to my house, Mendhiro, and be my guest, 
I will bring my ego and thrust itinto the flames. I 
will thrust my selfhood into the oven and destroy 
it. Oh Sodho, I will sacrifice my family and my 
household to my beloved. 
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Pitch your tent in Kak, Rano, and stay here. Check on 
the men of the palace.” Otherwise you are sorry, 
my husband, you may be sorry when it is too late 
to doanything. 


Beloved, do not go to the Dhat, leaving this miserable 
woman in Kak. Iam bound by the promise I gave 
you in the beginning. Thinking of you, my love, I 
have wept in my red-painted palace. Believe me, 
its buildings and its furnishings have become like 
poison to me. 


The Sodho took my head, my empty skeleton remains 
here. My soul is longing for Rano’s company. 
With my eyes I see no one besides you. 


Friends, Rano has treated my heart cruelly. Mendhiro 
has cut my heart, and my body trembles. I think 


my heart has gone off, and cannot stay in one spot. 


Rano, I weep when I see the bedding and the rooms. 
Dust gathers on the beds and the bedsteads are 
in disrepair. The pillows placed upon them have 
become covered with dust without my husband. 
The buildings, flowers, perfumes, and trees have 
all faded without you. Oh Mendhiro, who besides 
you can I put on airs with? 
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You were very cruel, Mendhiro, when youcame 49 
and then went back. Were you not my partner, 
husband, if only you had stayed and woke me up. 
Then, oh Sodho, you would quickly have become 
aware of who it was that slept. 


The Sodho has not learned to speak out like the rest of 0 
the world. Rano does not shed heavy tears down 
his cheeks. 


I have had enough of the gardens that bloom on the 51 
banks of the Kak. Without my Sodho, friends, I 
get no pleasure from the Kak. Rano has cast his 
rope and tied my body like a boat. 


I did not realize, my love, and I made many grievous 52 
errors. Yesterday, oh Sodho, they came back to me. 


If only I had realized that your silence was a message 3 
for Mumal. Your patience, Mendhiro, was the 
right path for me. 


My beloved covered me, otherwise I was naked. 54 
Having given me some protection, he made the 
Kak my cloud. 


Oh Sodho, your forbearance gives pride to those who s5 
should be ashamed. Those who speak through 
their silence command respect. 
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Oh Sodho, thousands are taught by your forbearance. 
My destiny once guided me, but then it led me to 
a fall. 


Oh Sodho, your forbearance brings the foolish back. 
The instrument of patience made me repent 
quickly. 


What does it matter to the shameless, who have whole 
kilns of noses on their faces,’ if one nose is cut? 
Those who keep their honor, however wretched 
they may be, retain their beauty even in their 
destitution. 


From Rano’s company there came a yogi. The master 
shed a light like that of the full moon. Darkness 
was removed by the yogi’s light. 


From Rano’s company a yogi came. The whole land 
was made fragrant by the scent of musk. It was 


from there that the perfect master came. 


Anew message came from Rano last night. We 


received, says Latif, a gift from the bounteous one. 


Why ask about caste or tribe? Anyone who has 
come is acceptable. 
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In which direction should I drive my camel? All 62 
around there is light. The reddish Kak is within, 
the Ludano is within. There is Rano and Rano, 
there is no one else besides Rano. 


In which direction should I drive my camel? All 63 
around there is light. The reddish Kak is within, 
verdant gardens are within. There is no other 
sound, it is entirely Rano.” 


Ranas, Rajputs, and Mumals will clearly see. 64V 

The learned, pundits and pirs, even lords and Hamirs? 
will die. ۱ 

Obeying the will of the lord, all will depart from this 
place. 

They will leave, oh guide, according to the word. 

He makes the agonies of death easy at the time of 
farewell. 

Oh Ahmad, come there at the time of difficulty. 

In the future do no leave this beggar, oh guide. 

It is truly said that 4/1 living creatures must taste 
death. 

Whatever is written in one’s fate will assuredly come 
to pass. 

Sisters, Abdul Latif says that the supreme lord will 
show his grace. 
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“When Am I not your lord? fell on my ears, then and 
there I said with my heart, They said ‘Yes. At that 
time I made a promise to my tribespeople. 


My heart has been given to the Marus ever since the 
time of Beandit was.? Oh Sumiro, why did you 
put my body in chains? Lord Hamir has acted 
cruelly in chaining my body. 


There was no Beanditwas, the moon had not yet been 
formed. There was no awareness of virtue, there 
was no connection with sin. There was oneness 
alone, there was nothing but divine unity. There, 
says Latif, she understood a complex mystery. 
Beloved, with my eyes and my heart I have 
recognized you. 


Iam confined in the prison of water;? here I suffer 
difficulties. My body is here and my heart is with 
you* —that is where my heart is. May the almighty 
reunite me with the Marus. 


There is no captivity like the prison of water. The pen 
dried after writing what was to happen, and no 
alteration to that is possible. Umar, may your 
hands grant freedom to the shepherds. 
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Without the Bedouin I have to suffer troubles here. 
Both eyes shed blood in my love for you,’ may I keep 
faith with this love to the end. My heart, eyes, and 
body are there, where my friends were born. 


Without my countrymen, sisters, I will now burn this 
place entirely. Al things will return to their origin;® 
I pine for the nomads. I would return to my native 
place and see the land of Malir. 


No messenger from there has reached me. No one at 
all has come to me, traveling from my brethren. 
Who will bring me letters from them? 


Oh camel rider, if now you bring me a fellow villager 
from that land, the foul streets of the fort are 
made fragrant. Come, let me use my eyes to wipe 
your feet that have traveled in the desert. For 
God’s sake, says Latif, do not delay. Who can live 
in these rooms? My heart is melancholy in the 
palace. 


How can I write letters that fate seizes and rips in 
half? Those tied to love are sacrificed on a pyre. 
I weep night and day, for in his words there are 
many mysteries. 
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Oh Umar, the Marus have many resting places in the 
deserts. They have removed the red lac? from 
their shawls, says Latif. Umar, give the order for 
me to become a herder and to graze the camels on 
leaves. 


There are thousands of patches on my blouse, and 
my shawlisin rags. Relying on being with my 
kinsfolk, I wore nothing that they had woven. Oh 
pardoner of faults, cover me with the shawl I wore 
in the Dhat. 


There are thousands of patches on my blouse, and my 
shawlis nothing but rags. I do not perfume and 
braid my hair, and let its bunches stay tangled. 
My heart desires only to see the Marw’s face. In 
this state, oh Hamir, may I return to my homeland 
thickets. 


Sewing patches on her dress, the poor girl does not 
let her love grow less. She darns the edges of her 
shawl, lest someone should say to her that she has 
disgraced the women of the Thar. 
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The nomad women of the desert never put on clothes 
of silk. Their blankets dyed with lac are more 
beautiful than shawls. Their cloth woven from 
wool is better than silk and brocade. Oh Sumiro, I 
consider the cloth they have woven to be superior 
to scarlet shawls. I should die of shame if I took 
off the clothes that had been given to me by my 
family. 


I will never wear fine silk clothes. I do not want shawls 
embroidered with flowers or made of brocade 
or sky-blue cloth. May I enjoy shawls as white as 
milk with the Maru. I thirst in my heart for my 
beloved shepherd nomad. 


The Maru’s betrothal threads are like gold to me. Oh 
Umar, do not offer silken clothes to this nomad 
girl. Blessed is the thread of the blanket that my 
kins folk gave to me. 


The betrothal threads are like gold, every thread is 
worth hundreds of thousands. For someone who 
has rejected silver, crores of rupees are like straw. 
I use the Maru’s betrothal oil on my hair, Ihave no 
use for yours. 


I will not use your oil, I have the Maru’s oil in my 


heart. I listen to nothing else, trusting in him 
alone. 
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The Maru women wear glass bangles on their wrists, 
taking pride in what most people are ashamed of. 


We wear black threads around our wrists; for us, gold 
isa cause of mourning. Blessed is hunger with my 
friends, I consider starving a delight. 


It is not the way of the Marus to exchange their 
kinsmen for gold. Now that I have come to 
Umarkot, I will do nothing wrong. I will not 
change the huts that I love for a palace. 


Blessed are the women of my homeland, whose honor 
is guarded by the desert. Gum trees and desert 
creepers are my kinsfolk’s covering. In their 
thickets, the nomads roam covered in creepers. 
The Marus gave me the wilderness as my dowry. 


Rainwater is their drink and wool their dress; their 
feet tread that pure ground. They sit below 
clumps of trees, that is their safe abode. Those 
poor creatures are fearless and have no regard 
for themselves. Oh Umar, they suffer but are not 
disobedient, do not give them grief. 


371 


RISALO 


جا عُمَر تو cde Jo‏ سا سان شوءَ ورتی شومرا 
ویئی ویچاژنِ وسري؛ خوشي ۽ خَرِيدَ 
سڪ ڪيا شهید. ماژو جي le‏ جا 


مينڍا £93 م ody filo‏ پنؤهاریون چټ 
راچ ژئاري هَنجون هاري, ED‏ هُتيجي هټ 
آهس BL‏ پار جو EAS‏ ۽ CBS‏ 

وينگس ویژیچن رة. مس شٹی ڪا مت 
شومرا شبَتٍِ» ڪر ته کونیان SSI‏ 


محلین مانيي Jilo‏ 08 مُنهن موز 

آڻيا ldo‏ نه ڪريء شونهّن وجایّس شور 

پّس لوق آطیف چی, لس ڪوڏ َپُورَ 

چت جنین جا igh‏ سي $5 £55 نه کندیون 


کریو مھاڑ wld‏ 53« رو أپي چوء 

شهج شوري پانئیانء شومرا سَندوء 

ملگ ماژوء جي آهیان. جور نه تیان جوء 

سو OE‏ ڪوٽ نه هوءِء جو هُتيجن Lb‏ کیو 


372 


Yo 


YY 


YA 


25 


26 


27 


28 


15 || MARUI 


Oh Umar Sumiro, what is Eid for you is a time of 


mourning for us. Thesad creatures have forgotten 


joy and the pleasures of buying things.'° The 
Marus of Malir have been martyred by their 
desire to see me. 


Marui does not wash her braided hair, and thinks in 
her heart of the desert nomads. She who belongs 
there sheds tears here and makes the land of 
the Marus weep. She remembers the edge of 
the desert and is overcome by grief. The lovely 
woman hears nothing but her nomad tribe. Oh 
Sumiro, behave honorably and release her from 
the fort.” 


Ihave seen Marui miserable in the palace, with a sad 
look on her face. She does not oil her dry hair, 
and her sufferings have destroyed her beauty. 
She is chained in iron, says Latif, her joys have 
evaporated like camphor. Those whose hearts are 
distressed take no pride in oiling their hair. 


Turning her face toward Malir, she weeps and says: 
“Oh Sumiro, I think your comforts are torments. 
I belong to the Maru, I will not be made your wife 
by force. My heart is captive to that people, and it 
cannot be contained in the fort. 
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The other prisoners are at peace, I am restless in my 
chains. The Marus fill my thoughts and hang over 
my head like a sword. 


Those for whom I wear rags in this world have not 
asked about me even for a moment. These 
windows have broken my heart, and these rooms 
have slain me. Iam consumed by thoughts of the 
Marus; otherwise these mansions do not hurt me 
at all. 


If I get to be with my husband, then my fortune is fair. 
Seeing the desert nomads is a fresh experience for 
me every day. 


Oh Sumiro, how can I stop thinking about the desert 
nomads? They have been nailed in my heart 
without a blacksmith. There are thousands of 
nails of love for them in my heart. It has been 
many days since I saw the nomads or their huts. 


I have destroyed my looks, oh Sumiro, the Marus 
will hardly accept me. Some of my family have 
taunted me, others taunt me now. If you remove 
my chains, I will not remain inthe fort. 


I have destroyed my looks, oh Sumiro, and my face is 


unclean. I must go to the place where none but the 
beautiful may go. 
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I have destroyed my looks, oh Sumiro, how willI be 
accepted? With this ugly face I will be unable to 
experience married bliss with the Maru. 


Fair are the faces of the Marus who live in Malir. Their 
good fortune has favored many who are full of 
faults. Ill fortune was my fate, so my beauty was 
spoiled. 


There is noone besides God the almighty, itis from 
him that ill fortune comes. Say, nothing will 
happen to us except what God has decreed." This is 
the place of forgiveness. For Marui good and bad 
luck are the same. 


If I went to them in the same state that I came in, the 
skies would rain with happiness. I must suffer the 
reproach of this mansion for the rest of my life. 

I was disgraced in the eyes of my husband when 
I came here. How will I hold my head high in the 
huts of the Marus? 


Either I should never have been born, or once born 
I should have died. Once I was born, I became a 
source of distress to the Marus. 


Lord Sumiro, do not try to persuade me to break my 


chastity. I will go there in a few days, oh Hamir. 
Otherwise I shall not hold my head high in Malir. 
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If only Maruihad not been born, if only she had died 
instead! By coming to Umarkot she has brought 
disgrace upon herself. She who is entranced with 
the Marus can take no pride in palaces. 


God, may it not happen that I die in captivity. With 
my body in chains, I weep night and day. Let me 
first go to my home country; it is fine if my days 
then come to an end. 


For what crime am I made a prisoner? For what reason 
am I taunted and made to wear chains around my 
neck? If I die in this place, take my body to Malir. 


If I die thinking about the homeland I long for, do not 
imprison my body in captivity. Do not keep this 
exile apart from her beloved. Pour the cool earth 
of the desert over her dead body. Once my life is 
over, take my corpse to Malir. 


If I die thinking about the homeland I long for, then 
take this head to my native land, sir. May I be 
buried in the desert with the Marus who live 
there. I will be restored to life after death if my 
body gets to Malir. 
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If Idie here longing for my homeland, oh Sumiro, 
make my grave with the desert nomads. Let me 
smell the fragrance of the creepers of my ancestral 
land. I will be restored to life after death if my 
corpse goes to Malir. 


Around my neck are collars of iron, I wear fetters and 
chains. There are shackles on my feet, and the 
room is nailed on the inside. There are lookouts 
in the courtyard, and the ministers are on guard. 
Iam unhappy in my cell; this is the state of my 
body. Oh Maru, Prince of Malir, ask after this 
desert nomad. 


Iron fetters and chains have destroyed me. The 
anxiety caused by Sumiro left no flesh on my 
frame. Friends, pray that the honor of my woolen 
shawl may be preserved. 


May the honor of my shawl made from white wool be 
preserved. If it gets holes in it, I will sit and darn 
them. Oh Umar, let this poor heedless creature be 
kept safe. I promised my friends that I would be 
with them in the rainy season. 
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The desert nomads are smiling, the southwest wind 50 
has returned. I have remembered my beloved, 
says Shah, his cattle tracks and pens. The 
beautiful huts of my husband will be there beside 
the dunes. 


The desert nomads smile, the southwest winds have 51 
brought rain. Their cares have been removed, says 
Latif, and their calves walk strongly. Oh friends, 
they shear the soft wool from the sheep’s tails. 

Oh Umar, free from sorrows they spin the wool at 
their husbands’ side. In the desert even the young 
sucklings give wool from their backs. Precious 

shawls of high value are woven. As they starch the 
shawls, the women say: ‘Marui is needed in Malir? 


Every day, oh Sumiro, they gather and cook food from 52 
the jungle. They pile up heaps of dried grass, says 
Shah. From the Janb grass, says Latif, they extract 
grains of rice to cook. Oh Umar, they do not 
consider pulaoto be as good as their 2۳۵۶ 


Living in the wild, those happy people are always 53 
content with what they find. They bring branches 
of berries they have picked and put them on to 
cook. The foragers who frequent the thickets are 
not thin or weak. 
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ثوري فوت ڳرارياء رَهَن Éa Ka‏ 
گيءَ ۾ که تگلیاء Fo}‏ اهَزِيء Es‏ 
پنو هازکي Eg‏ پيهي پچ مَلِيرَ ۾ 


1 07 .:. 7 
نا Ned‏ نه پٌل نحکو رائڑ aks‏ م 
ٹیو Hats‏ آهرین» روژیو رتا گل 
7 > کو؟ 2 
ماژو «Jal Sb‏ مَلِیژونِ RÉ‏ 


oS! چگندڑا‎ dé 23 ra) 
LS اي وژ ويڙِيچَنِء مُون لوڏان ئي‎ 


55 ڈروازا دیون هاثي هتي هو 
سکوژبين GL‏ کیتراء تَنبُو مَثان تو 
ي مُل نه آیا ماڑئی: تنین 35 م رو 
کوک Gl‏ کو پُيِيء پنوهارن ۾ 


سنهيء EATI‏ سيو مُون ماژوء سین ساھ 
ويني ساریان شومراء گولاژا ۽ DIS‏ 

هنئو مُنهنجو Cab‏ ٹیو هت ميي  Bolo‏ 
OS‏ منچھ blag‏ قالِب آهي کوٹ ۾ 
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Content with little food, they remain strong and 
healthy. This is how they go about, inshawls 
covered with dust. Go to Malir and discover the 
honor of the nomads. 


In their country there is no check or hindrance, nor 
any reve nue tax. They break off the red flowers 
and throw them inthe trough. The Marus are 
without price and their Malir is a happy land. 


Carrying baskets large and small on their heads, 
they are covered in perspiration. Their heels are 
covered in dust and there is sweat on their feet. 
This is the way of the desert dwellers, I recognize 
them by the way they move.” 


Umar tells her: “Here are doors and gates and 
windows. I will have thousands of tents put up for 
you. Marui, do not weep and wail for those who 
have never come to see you.” “Those nomads who 
live on flowers of thorn must be in some trouble,” 
she replies. 


“My life is sewn to Maru with a fine needle. I sit and 
think of the creepers and grasses. My heart is 
there, my body and my flesh are here. My life is in 
those huts, my frame is in this palace. 
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پاچاهي نه پاڑیان: سَرَټِیُون EKA‏ سان 
کي اگهاژن ي. کین ذکیائین پاڻ 
ule y‏ ڄاڻء ابر جي اوصاف کي 


O33‏ چڻڪَنِ چت ۾٬‏ وساریان کین وري 
ڪنان ág‏ آلشت oF‏ ڪ تھائین SH‏ 

لم Ly‏ و لم ils‏ ماڑئی کو ڪَري 

3 ڪ ڪاله مّري» ساري سانپیژنِ ي 


OF‏ چڻڪَنِ چت 9 وساریان کین وري 
جن Gd‏ پباریو منجهان سڪ مَري 
oF‏ ٹوک 599« J‏ ورا Bel‏ 


شد . é oe‏ ۰ ےا See‏ 
چُرَنِ چڻڪَن چٹ و وساریان کین 039 


4 
يم نش 
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Sin ناه‎ bf rgh گوئله‎ Gull 


سه ےم 


پکا پنوهارنء نیٹی SULT‏ پر 
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My heart is sewn to the Maru with a fine needle. My 59 
body is now covered with patches of humility. 
How can my ears be pierced to take your 
ornaments without my people’s needle? 


Friends, I do not think kingship can be compared with 60 
the needle that covers the naked but itself is bare. 
Be born again if you would know the worth of the 
needle. 


He moves and is ever present in my mind; I cannot 61 
forget him however hard I try, ever since the 
primal covenant of Am 7 not 13 or even before that. 
He does not beget nor is he begotten, what can 
Marui do? Whether she dies today or tomorrow, 
she will remember her protector. 


He moves and is ever present in my mind. I cannot 62 
forget him however hard I try. He has given mea 
drink from the pool of love. She lives for the huts 
of the happy desert dwellers, who come out of 
their dwelling places in the rainy season, leaving 
their possessions behind. 


He moves and is ever present in my mind; I cannot 63 
forget him however hard I try. There is nothing like 
him, '5 but I cannot see my beloved, the nomad 
who has built his huts in the land of nonexistence. 
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o‏ چُگن چت ۾٬‏ رھیا آندر وخ 
ني ویزا أحکري. ماژو 38 موھ 

ویژون ÉSI‏ جُون» ساریان oid stad‏ 
وڙ سي کارا وه سنجیّم جي ساژية جا 


پیر گنیائون بر 2 پيارين پَُون 

سنجن سالیگن 5« وَڏِيءَ وير وَھُون 

پایو جز WLS‏ وہ کوذان ORS EE‏ 
ڈِیٹھان ڈینھن 1095 مون کي ورد ويڙِيچَنِ جو 


آڌيءَ اٿن تيء جیلان پا ي پاتاز م 
وارو ویسژین 6S‏ دینهان ڪونه BS‏ 
مون aS É Zao‏ مٿان وق گٹی وبا 


مور ۳ اوپالیان 021 


سس z SDs‏ شو 7 . 
پنيء ي پُوئن» پیج پُنحکو نه شثان 


سنج واریون OR‏ وېي ویڑھ 655 
پیا سیت مَوَنّ ترهي پنهي ڪنڏيين 
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They move and are ever present in my mind, they 
remain in my soul. The Marus go out in the rainy 
season, turning toward the borderlands between 
the river and the desert. How often I remember 
the times that they would churn their pots at 
dawn. How wonderful those brackish wells of my 
native land were, from which I used to draw water. 


They dig wells in the desert and water their goats. 
At dawn the women draw water from wells sixty 
fathoms deep. Pouring the water into buckets, 
they cry out with joy. Every day I feel a fresh pang 
of separation from those who dwell in the desert. 


The women get up at midnight because the water 
lies deep in the ground. The heedless ones get no 
opportunity during the 431.6 It was my bad luck 
that they snatched me from the 67 


My friends stopped drawing water, my chaste 
companions heard what had happened. There has 
never been a Maru girl in a palace. Oh Umar, if 
only I had died before I heard their taunts. 


The ones who go to the well at dawn do not make a 
sound. The women who draw water have gone to 
the jungle to sleep beside their mates. On both 
sides of the well the ropes dangle idly. 


389 


RISALO 


7 یم GUI‏ ورف GS ols‏ سین 
تیزا ڈور ٿِياء تگان جن Jli‏ 
7 سَنگهارء گُوهَن تان گٹی by‏ 


oka‏ شال پَهیُون پري. تئان ڏيئي ټل 
55 پریان سین پڪ پیا Shu Sb‏ گهوریا 


OST OSS‏ دِیر oes‏ ماژوئوّن جا 
ay shy‏ پيوء گھرِ گهاريندي ڪيرَ 
ڪوليين لگن کین مَحَلين مُنجهي مُون هنئون 


هن مُند ماژو dad‏ ويڙهين وَڳ وارِينِ 
چُچیا چیکاریو چیلڑاء تین پَهرائِينِ 
نیع مُنهنجا S yf‏ جمجهو 5% هارین 
تاڑا تنوارین» مینهن وَسَندا موٿ تون 
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Oh Umar, everyone is busy, who can I share my pain 
with? The foragers whose talk I once enjoyed are 
far away from here. The herdsmen have taken 
away their huts from the wells. 


They set up their huts where the rain falls. They have 
not the slightest awareness of how I am. Perhaps I 
have been forgotten by the Marus, nowthat they 
are content with the food they have. 


The rain has fallen on the Marus, yielding fresh grass, 
bog, and mud. My heart dies thirsting, and my 
life is consumed longing for them. If only I could 
drink my fill there. Even a mouthful with the 
beloved is wonderful, but I care nothing for large 


cupfuls here. 


In the dunes of the Dhat the Marus have put up many 
huts. The whole desert is flourishing, who would 
stay athome? I am chained in the fort, and my 
heart is distressed in the palace. 


In this season the Marus are happy and drive their 
flocks back to the thickets. They drive the kids to 
the lower pastures, grazing them on the plains. 
My eyes shed copious tears over them. The taro 
birds" cry: ‘The rains are falling, come back.’ 
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هن مُنة مارو سَتراء SIS‏ م خوشحال ve‏ 
سائون سیارچ FT odla gs‏ جال 


لو Jy en‏ مینهّن luas‏ موٿ تُون 


رت ونگر :0 vo‏ 
a.‏ لت شوہ کال sis eps‏ 
کائونبا CSS‏ مینهن وَسَندا موث تُون 


شدا جن ÈLA‏ پانٍي WSS‏ سين ۳ 
ماژو AY‏ ساثء ویو تر کر 


۷ پولژبن و بانهون سر ہی‎ Lol 
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In this season the Marus are happy, and are at easein 74 
the desert. The women gather plenty of different 
grasses and creepers. Do any in the land, says 
Shah, remember me, their chaste companion?” 

Latif says: “Do not take off your blanket, my dear. 
God will be kind to you. The rains are falling, 
come back.” 


In this season the Marusare happy, theylivenearthe 5 
hedges of thorn. There is abundant water in the 
plains, and they drink it beside their huts. Here 
she is in chains, says Latif, while they are happy in 
the desert. People are feeding on the wild fruits of 
the desert; the rains are falling, come back. 


It is their mark that they travel with their huts and 76 
baggage. They are the noble Marus who traverse 
the desert. 


“I would lie down on the goats’ droppings with my 7 
head resting on my arms. My two eyes and my 
nose are all streaming as I think of that waterless 
place. My fellow tribesmen are far away in the 
desert. 
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8 مه V2‏ و . $ یئ 
تاجا ٿر بَر Set‏ پھُون PL‏ 45 
سیئی سارِیو سومراء اي Ji‏ 
سانیین 053 JS Jo‏ جن GELS‏ ٹیا 


z 


آلا dol‏ آڻيين» جو کِينء ې SFE‏ 
مَنَ مُنهنجي S‏ واکو لهي ویژه جو 


ئي ٽي hs‏ کينء واذایُون ٹون 

آي لوڑیاریینء مِژني مُنهّن کان 
صلخ واریو شومريء 45 پَنوَهارَنِ پان 
همیزنژون هان مُهث لَهَندِينة ماژئي 


هت مَ پازج هیکرو Bh‏ ي DLA‏ 
تي سيل als oly‏ ویندینء ماژل 


2 


394 


۷۸ 


۷۹ 


۸۱ 


۸۲ 


79 


80 


81 


82 


15 || MARUI 


Those happy gatherings in the desert, andthe wild 
fruits of the place—when I remember these 
things, my eyes overflow with tears. My heart is 
torn by my separation from those I have not seen 
for so long. 


I pine and fret, for they are out of sight. God, bring 
me a camel rider to give me some good news, and 
remove the ache for my homeland from my heart. 


Now that it has rained, there is gladness, and happy 
congratulations are exchanged. All the cares of 
the women who wear shawls are removed. The 
Sumiro himself has sent the nomads a message 
of peace. Now, Marui, you will be honored by the 
prince.” 


Acamel rider has come from there with accurate 
news. “Do not forget your husband, woman, and 
do not grieve. You will return there, you have only 
a few days left in the fort. 


You have only a few days left in the fort, make sure you 
` do not remove your shawl. Lovely woman, your 
family is highly honored. Do not thinka single 
momentin the desert can be compared to your life 
here. Lady, preserve your honor, and you will go 
to Malir, oh Marui. 
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سی ساهیزٍیُون سارینِ تو سيل جنین جو Ta‏ 
ماژوة ريء مَ (BS‏ سیهو GY‏ سون ي 


ساهیزیُون سارین تو BH‏ چنین جو سيل 
تکو قال نه قبل انين ي OS)‏ ۾ 


we‏ سيل چُوایو جور Bb‏ جانو 
یو Le‏ شمان حرف J‏ هيکزي 


مُون سین ماڙ ژوتزیُون گهزيء ریت زشندیون 
tJa?‏ ې چیز پیو OY‏ رت OFF‏ 


نیٹین LG‏ وش ٿي» ساري سادُوهِيُون 
هتي جي هُيُونء ته Lo‏ پِييَن سيل ي 


NE ا‎ 2 
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Your girlfriends, whose honor is unblemished, 83 
remember you. Do not get fat without your Maru, 
think of goldas lead. 


Your girlfriends, whose honor is unblemished, 84 
remember you. There can be no questioning of 
their behavior.” 


The traveler who came frommy ancestral land 85 
taunted me thus: “Do not sit on the beds wearing 
a fine necklace. Do not destroy the shawl of 
chastity, says Latif, that you wear around you. 
Your girlfriends have earnestly begged me to tell 
you to remain true. You will soon be summoned 
back with honor.” 


“How can the Marus be angry with me? My hair is 86 
sticky, and lice suck my blood. Sleep is poison to 
my eyes as I remember the bushes of the desert. 
If they were here, they would realize how I have 
guarded my honor.” 


“Oh chaste one, much is still required of your chastity. 87 
Cut, slice, and mince yourself, and secretly let 
yourself be cooked. Preserve your virtue, so you 
may return to your country with honor.” 
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جانکین caw Yd‏ تان کین وهندیّس ڪوٽ مې 


So 72 


سپ سَمنبین سَپَجيء تَدِيء پي نه نیز 
o>‏ هُوء ابر آيري GS‏ مُون مَنِ مَلِير 
کار پتن کيل جي ESL‏ ات وي 


جَرَ ې سپُون che‏ آهین pl‏ آسري 

گی .2.2 . z‏ څې ٠‏ -ٔ ) 
oe‏ کنجون سارین bo,‏ ي. مُون تن اندر ÁS‏ 
هت وعدا 55§ جاء هت نه بانیم هين 


-7s œ 


DoS‏ وهان he‏ جي َظرَ بندیاٹی نه هتان 
سپ سَمُنڊين سَپَجي» آبژ آساروس 
ٻاڙو پئی نه asi‏ منو مُنھن لگوس 
ماڻڪ تی مویوس, جان تٌنگ ڪَڀيائين ن تار م 


سکو شپ سرتثون, سین مُلان سير 


پیو متا نی أپیون ن ابر اسري 


لیران ماڑو wl wth Š%‏ 
وریا واھاژو gilo‏ سپ هیا ٿيا 
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“I will remain chaste, and I will not stay in the fort. 
The oyster is born in the ocean, it does not drink 
the river water. Just as it trusts in the cloud,?9 so is 
my heart fixed on Malir. The desert dwellers will 
drink milk if this captive returns. 


Just as the oysters in the water live in reliance upon 
the cloud, and just as the cranes think of the 
mountains, so do I long for my home. I have made 
many promises to return; my heart hates it here. 
If I were not held prisoner in the fort, why would 
I stay? 


The oyster is born in the ocean, its trustis in the cloud. 


The mollusk does not drink salt water, nor does 
it taste sweet water. It produces a pearl because it 
suffers in the deep.?° 


Oh my girlfriends, you should all learn the lesson of 
faithfulness from the oysters. Turning from other 
water, they wait trusting in the cloud. 


The Maru has come from Malir and entered the fort. 


My helper has returned, my oppressors have all 
become weak. 
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پهي شک پیژنِ AT‏ کو ٽِينهن نیاپو ماژئین 


43 تنهن‎ ST أُڪَنڍِي آهیان. گنھن‎ i 
LBL گثوري‎ AF سَندِي جا ساژیة.‎ 


Sis‏ سیئی ڏينهن» جي مُون گھاریا LS‏ ۾ 
وسایّم $5 ڦڙاء Bo‏ مازین مینهن 
واجھاڑکس وصال ي. بیس تهواژون Ad‏ 


ens? وسو‎ 


نيز مُنهنجي نینهّن, آجاري آچو ڪيو 


ob dF gl st‏ ڏو أتھین ڈیة جا 
و و 
پارایا پرِبن als ol gl d>‏ 
ت $a < xy‏ 4 
لهي لوھ پیام لطف سان لطيف چئي 


4 واگ ٢ ۳ a‏ سب 

جه سي لوژائو ٿياء جنین پر رَهن 
۳ ۳ 5 % - می کےا کے ۳ 
ماژو منجه (OP‏ رهي رهندا کیترو 


جه سي لوژائو ٿياء جنین سنديء ڏير 
ماژوتٌزا a‏ گنهن در ڏيندا دانهنڙي 


ماڙوءَ پاس ls‏ و 3 وي مَڑ Olá‏ 


db‏ واري پانهنجو ویندِیائی وران 
ثورو مَنچھ قران» هُندَ لگی لوئزیارِیین 
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May you be at ease, traveler, withthe dust where 
you came from on your feet. Have you brought a 
message of love for Marui? Oh, how I long for that 
spinning place! and for that land. I reckon the 
dust of my native landto be the equal of musk. 


How fine were the days I spent in confinement. In the 
palace, I shed great tears like drops of rain. As I 
waited to be with him, I was torn into little pieces. 
My love has burnished my chains and made them 
gleam. 


Oh Umar, today I met foragers from my homeland, 
who stood and delivered messages from my 
beloved. By God’s grace, says Latif, my iron 
fetters were removed. 


When the ruler we rely on becomes a robber, how can 
the Marus live in the desert, either now or in the 
future? 


When he who is our support becomes a robber, at 
whose door can the poor Marus complain? 


May I die after bathing with the Maru in the Malir 
river. I will return after washing myself inthe 
waters of my home. This will be a favor to the 
wearers of shawls in the desert. 
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ïl‏ نه wwe‏ کو on‏ گتیروئی خوب 
میروئی محبُوبء اسان ماژو OA‏ م 


مُنهُن مُنهنجو شومراء مَڑ میروئی هوء 
متان ماژو چوی ته د وتوء ڈورائن م 

جت $ US‏ ۽ کاهیُون پال پکا ۽ پگ 
سَرَهِيُون سي سرتیونء حاضر پاسي BE‏ 
ماژوٌن سین ماٹیان: شال مُندائتي éns‏ 
کِنکاریان SE‏ جا قر جائی ۾ ٹؤھرین 


See‏ دې ماژل «ته لور کر کیتان 
ارداسِيْم عُمَرَ S‏ ویجھو ئي وٌانس 

جي نه hls‏ ک جھلیائین, ته پنهنجو ST‏ آچیانس 
لاهي لوق آطیف چي. هتان LB‏ هلانس 

موي ile‏ ساشهین, لي ٻانهن جانس 

رَهبَر ٿي ریژهیانس. شنهاري سائية دي 

ob‏ نیون مَنجھ oS ES‏ مُون مَنِ GPL‏ جُون 
وي مَنچھ glo‏ سپ چوژیندیّس شومرا 
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I will have no other husband, the only one I favor is the 
one who wears a rough shawl. Although he may be 
dirty, my Maru isin my heart. 


Let my face stay dirty, oh Sumiro, in case my Maru 
says: ‘You washed it in the palace? 


Where there are woolen rugs, rough shawls, bags, 
huts, red berries, and fruits, my girlfriends are 
happy beside their husbands. If only I could 
enjoy the season’s wild fruits with the Marus, 
this daughter of the desert would greet everyone 
among the thorn bushes.” ' 


If Marui were here I would ask about her.?2 I would 
approach Umar and make entreaties on her 
behalf. If he would not release her but kept her 
in confinement, I would offer myself. I would 
remove her chains, says Latif, and leave this place. 
I would set her free and take her by the arm to 
Malir. I would be her guide and take her to that 
lovely land. 


“The knots in my heart that bind me to the Marus 
are like the ties of knotweed. Umar imprisons me 
with easy knots, says Latif. I will go to Malir and 
untie them, oh Sumiro. 
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شٹی سائيةگالهزي, هي ويا لوھ 
5H‏ جا آندوش IS‏ شک یا 


توي توژائین E‏ 508 آچائی 
جنهن تو ساماي مام نه يڳ ماژئین 


۳ کے ھی و ک‎ a - و‎ ra 

م ڪي روء م رَڑ کي. هنجون Db‏ 4 هار 
تو تان ټند يدا تیوه ہیڑٹون نيقي بار 
َيُْجَندِينءة پنوها سگمي سنگھاژنِ کي 


el‏ چڪيَم ale‏ ونهین ویژیچن جا 
ماژوء جي فراق Íb‏ مُنهنجا گپیا 


وائی 
غَُر آئون وینڈڑو پُچان کوء. 
چتي مارؤ gi‏ پانڌي آلو 
Gs‏ مازيء ماڑئی؛ ژثاري ۽ روء 
پنڌان کاریو ches‏ ڪي جو أُپري چوء 
ساریو سانپییژن oS‏ روخ مُنھنجو روء 
پانڌي gjor‏ جو MES‏ نه آیو کوء 
راج پٌرتو رب ي» سؤمرا سندوء 
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My fetters are removed by hearing talk of my 104 
homeland. Sorrow and grief are removed from my 
heart and I am filled with joy. 


From the very beginning, Umar, chastity was 105 
prescribed in your destiny. So you did not violate 
the honor of Marui, who was reared by the Marus. 


Do not cry or scream, and do not shed tears. You are 106 
released from captivity, so burn your chains. 
Nomad girl, you will quickly reach the people of 
your tribe. 


The wounds inflicted by the nomads are freshly 107 
opened today. Sorrows have come and found a 
place in my heart, oh Sumiro. My separation from 
the Maru has broken my bones.” 


Umar, I ask someone who is going, a traveler to the 108V 
place where the Marus dwell. 

In the palace Marui weeps and makes others cry. 

Turned aside from the way, the travelers get up and 
listen to what she says. 

My soul wept whenit remembered my kinsfolk. 

No messenger from the nomads came yesterday. 

Oh Sumiro, your kingdom has been entrusted to the 
lord. 
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5 شر امد 


نون سمو Fl‏ گندرِي؛ مُون ۾ ab‏ جوء 
پّيي رای 1695 مَتان Sle‏ تین 


کا و سے z 7 „ET‏ 7 
تون سمو Fl‏ کندري مُون ۾ يټ اپار 
oud‏ لی l‏ متان HES SLE‏ 


نون تماي نو HS‏ گنييري ریب 
تو سين چا قریب» ڪي دن چذاني ڈیج مُون 


hcg چچيء هائا‎ (ORS هانیُون‎ S 


کارپُون کوچھیون کوزیون» مُورِ نه موچاریون 


35 وینیُون Sly‏ تيء ESS‏ جُون کاریُون 
انين جُون 1 ah‏ سمي ري RS‏ سهي 
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“You are a Samo prince, I am a Gandiri fishergirl who 
is full of faults. May you not change toward this 
Mangar girl on seeing the faces of the queens. 


You are a Samo prince, I am a fishergirl, in whomthere 
are countless faults. May you not change toward 
this Mangar girl on seeing a bit of fish oil. 


You are Tamachi, lord of the landing place; I am a 
fishergirl of the Me caste. Do not reject me now 
that I have been given the title of your wife. 


You are Tamachi, lord of the landing place; I am a poor 
fishergirl. I am close to you, my prince, so let my 
kins folk be exempted from tax.” 


Their baskets are full of stinking fish, and their trays 
are full of fish smell. It makes one ashamed if the 
edge of one’s garment touches theirs. The Samo 
prince stands there and is kind to them. 


They are dark, ugly, base, and in no way attractive. 
They sit beside the road with their baskets of 
stinking fish. Who besides the Samo can tolerate 
their coquetry? 
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گند چن چء گود وہ پاہوڑا Slay‏ 
آنین ES‏ اوطاق. راجا ريجهي آئيو 


ٿيا تماجءَ جام سین Bled‏ مَحزوم 
تَنډِيء وَذيء گندريء متي مايء Ag)‏ 
ی ere‏ ی زوم سی مې مان دا 


نه وڍي نه وڪيي» نه ماري نه ذاري 
کارو وذائین Hg BS‏ نرتون نهاري 
سائی پر پاري جا گھرِ مي جي شپّجي 


نه ودِي نه وڪييء نه BS‏ ې SIS‏ 
آهج شهج ساهِمِيُون» ڈریان نه ڌاري 
سائ پر پاري. جا گھرِ سمي جي PHO‏ 


پابوژو پیش گیو تئون وريء BS‏ 


pole‏ ُیون هَحیون. سَمِيُون سپيني 
نوازي نیٹی, گاڏِيءَ چاڙهي SIPS‏ 
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They have lotus roots in their laps and wear garments 
made of lotus leaves. The king has come happily 
to their hut. 


The fisher folk are on close terms with Prince 
Tamachi. The fisherwomen, young and old, come 
thronging to the palace. Whether they are from 
Lake Kinjhar or from far away, they have all been 
favored by him. 


She does not cut fish, or sell them, or kill them, nor 
does she set them beside her. She has deliberately 
thrown her basket into the well. She does things 
as they are done in the Samo’s house. 


She does not cut fish, or sell them, nor does she put 
them in her basket. She does not place the scales 
in front of her to weigh them carefully. She does 
things as they are done in the Samo’s house. 


Nuri brought clothes made of lotus leaves and laid 
them as an offering before him. The Samo ladies 
were all present in attendance upon him. He 
favored the fishergirl and took her with him in his 
carriage. 
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مُهاڻءَ جي مَنَ م نه گیرټ نه گاء 
نين سين ناژ ,5« رِیجھایائین راءُ 


نوريءَ جي SU‏ جو» LE‏ اجهل هوء 
سمو سر LD‏ ېچ مي مُورِچیو سوء 
آچیو أپټن ہو خجت يکي رائیین 


هتشر پیرین آرگٹینء مُنھن نه Bea‏ 

چن سگو وچ شرندزي یئن راٹٹنِ ۾ راي 
Bis Gl sb Ja‏ جاماٹی 

om‏ شجاني پیڑو باس بانهن م 


تهزو ڪنجهر کین پیو جُھڑي شونهن مندیاس 
de‏ میاټون Eas‏ مڑئی SLs‏ تیاس 
Jég‏ مَثانس» gl‏ تمايء تی هي 


OF Usted £95‏ شومِریٔونء جي osl‏ آوي کات 


35 سي حَِنجُهر osile‏ جن تمايء جي تاتِ 
GB,‏ مُلان راتِ» ماگ مي پرائیو 
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The fishergirl has no pride or arrogance in her heart. 
She delighted the king with her eyes filled with 
graceful looks. Her artful ways won the Samo for 
her over all the others. 


Nuri’s helplessness was wonderfully hard to grasp. 
The fishergirl charmed the Samo, who was the 
ruler of them all. Having lost their claims to him, 
the queens came and stood behind her. 


In hands and feet, or in face and appearance, she is no 
fisherwoman. She is a queen among queens, like 
the main string on a lute. From the beginning she 
behaved like royalty. The Samo recognized this 
and tied the wedding band onher arm. 


No one else on the Kinjhar lake has Nuri’s beauty. 
She has been excused from the fishing gear, the 
landing places, and the boats. Tamachi stands 
there and waves the royal peacock fan over her. 


Away with the royal women of the Samos and 
Sumiros, who come with heads held high. Bravo 
for the women born by the Kinjhar lake, who 
think of Tamachi. Instead of the queens, it is the 
Me girl who holds the jewel at night. 
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سر مَلابّت شپرین: G55‏ ٹون م مَريج 
آهیین ناژ اکن جوء UG‏ مُون م وَڃيج 
تماي تگیج» کو ڏينهن ڪنجهر cite‏ 


هي جڑ متي GES‏ پاسي ۾ BIS‏ 

آي وَج وج پء تَمايء جي ساء 

۲ Pane oe a 

لڳي 551 وا حنجهژ هندورو HB‏ 

کوژیین کاچ سدام Gl‏ دو کون رهیو 


و مرو ھی 2 رده Ld saf ۳ Te‏ 
هيب جر مق مَجڑژش PSUS‏ ڪونرَ OF‏ 


ور واهُوندَنٌّ ڪنجهڙ گثوري ژمي 


گاذیء چاژهيء گندر 


ee ۳ 


ڪنجځهر چُوندا کي, ته Fis‏ شپائي الهزٍي 


G 
۳ 
$, 
3 
G 
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“May you live long, beloved; donot die, my smiling 
one. You are the comfort of my eyes, do not go 
from me. Tamachi, spend some time on the banks 
of Lake Kinjhar.” 


There is water below, fresh sprouting branches above, 
and trees all around. In the midst of all this, she 
comes and goes, to enjoy Tamachi. The north 
wind blows and makes Lake Kinjhar rock gently 


like a swing. 


“There is water below, fresh sprouting branches 
above, and my beloved is beside me. So many of 
my desires are fulfilled, none of them has been 
frustrated. 


There is water below, fresh sp routing branches above, 
and by the bank the lotuses swim. The spring 
breezes blow, and Lake Kinjhar is filled with 
fragrance.” 


The Samo queens adorn themselves and come to 
delight the king. The prince carries a net and 
moves among the fishermen. 


Tamachi was commanded to favor Nuri. He took the 


fishergirl into his carriage and raised her status.! 
The Kinjhar people say this whole story is true. 
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جامان آگی جي جائُون» تن ي نِرټ ورِيءَ کي BU‏ 
سي ڪنجهر HIVES‏ کانه, جن تماي تجیو 


نه گنهن چائو چام oS‏ ٽڪو چام Elg‏ 
sg‏ ودي گندرية ین آھ سِياءُ 

کم تلذ ile} als‏ ای نِجابت tly‏ 

ڪيڙ EL yee‏ تخت Gli‏ چام جو 


s پکاریو, چام تماج‎ G 
آجاریو‎ ET گونڌَر لاهيوء گُندِړِيون‎ 
ڪنجهڙ قراریو سمي سام بَخثِي‎ 


کو جو Gale‏ کي آهي ASI‏ ۾ 


$ تن تماي چام جو ناپُون پایو نی 
عشق oil‏ ڪَري» چئن جارو چام سځلهي گیو 
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Before she met the prince, Nuri and his high-born 
ladies knew nothing of each other. They did not 
go together to marriage pavilions or to funerals, 
nor did they participate in weddings.” Relying 
upon Tamachi, what should they have to do with 
Lake Kinjhar? 


The prince is not born of anyone, nor does he have any 
issue. The fisherwomen, young and old, are all 
his kindred. He does not give birth, nor is he born? 
is the mark of his nobilityand justice. Pride and 
glory distinguish the throne of Prince Tamachi. 


Smarten up your huts, Prince Tamachihas come. 
Banish your sorrows, fisherwomen, make your 
courtyards shine. The Kinjhar people are full of 
calm; the Samo grants them his protection. 


There is a magic in the Me girl’s eyes that has speared 
the body of Prince Tamachi. What love has done 
is to make the prince carry a fishing net on his 
shoulders. 
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۳۷ Js 
وذانین» ويهي سالِینِ وچ ۾‎ BB هيري‎ 
تمايء تائین‎ Pls توازش ثوريء‎ 

گندیء گوشو گیو we‏ اوت اوتیائین 

آنتا منډا UST‏ سخا J ds‏ وذاتین 

SLES کونه‎ Lith جود جُوانَ جو کو‎ gud 
سین. جهژي 5 وَیائین‎ eS قیقت‎ 
LS ي. ودن جئن‎ Cd موقي مچيء‎ 
OLS ماگ میائن م چلن چئن‎ 

ڈئ سوڻ شوال 9 ژبی راند osL‏ 

پائیت 1 ي ób‏ سین. لعلُون شب لنیائین 
فیروزا oni‏ تان» گهوري سپ گموریائین 

J‏ بدا للطيف چی, أچلي Ji‏ ذنائین 
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She sits among the fishmongers with diamonds in her 
hands. 

As long as Tamachi lives, he shows his favor to Nuri. 

He put foulness away and poured out floods of 
fragrance. 

The blind and the lame came, whenthe generous one 
invited them. 

See the generosity of the hero, who left no place 
unturned. 

He gave treasures to the humble folk, like a first fruits 
offering. 

He took out pearls and scattered them like cowries at 
the fish stall. 

At the quayside he scattered gems like fish scales. 

He gave gold away as alms and made a sport of silver. 

He brought lustrous pearls with him and squandered 
rubies. 

He made offerings of turquoises to the fakirs. 

There, says Abdul Latif, he freely gave away priceless 
gems. 
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۷ شر گھاتو 
گھنگھریا Sle af‏ موڙهي مَتِ مَھائیین 


ويا GIS‏ وير وہ پیا مُنھن مَهران 
اڳيان پویان تا by‏ ويچارَنِ وسري 


اولیون SeFl‏ لگیون» ويا 0555 25 
گلاچیان گهي» ڪَڏهن کونە آئِيو 


کو جو 368 کلاچ ې گهژي سو HB‏ 
ó‏ کونه E5 «IS‏ کجازي زنبیا 
ڪاله ڪَلايءَ chy‏ چَتَیون BS BD‏ 
OTL‏ پیرو نه گیو: OSI‏ کي اویز 
اهڙي خاصي Shs SE a5‏ جهلي 


رون پٌسان نه تار و هگا جاء نه Yó‏ 
Slo‏ ملاحَنِ, ماگ نه دویا مکزا 
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Those who knew much were confused, and the wits of 
the heroes were blunted. Those who entered the 
waters were drowned in the Indus. Former times 
and times yet to come were forgotten in their 
thoughts. 


Their turbans are drenched in dew, and night has 
fallen over them. Their oars have started to 
wander, and their poles drift in the current. No 
one has ever returned from Kalachi. 


The whirlpool of Kalachi has a force that sweeps away 
anyone who enters it. No one realizes why their 
nets got tangled up. 


Yesterday the turbaned fishermen went to Kalachi 
with their fishing spears. The brothers have not 
returned, and the kinsmen have been delayed. 
That special company has been seized by the 
churning whirlpool. 


“I do not see their rafts in the water, nor are their nets 


in place. Mother, the sailors have not brought 
their boat home.: 
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ها 553 کیتراء جزین مارٍیو موک 
508 ې YÉSUS‏ جاء ٹا مارینم 2533 
sil‏ وچان لوگ أونهي ويا اوهري 


أي اویزان ۳ وہ جھلیو صن js‏ 
ses‏ گهر نه آئِياء وَذِي cS‏ وار 
هُيَس جنین ها سي موژي چهیا مکزا 


چتي گھوریو گھاتوئین, 5 واري 
شهسین سای مق س کو ر شون گیا 


مُون آذاریا مَحوا DI‏ گهائو آ èl‏ 


ميان مُداژنِ سین موتي قادز وجه م کان 
هت Ys‏ هاڻء 345 ژلڈوجن OF‏ ر 


گهوريندي گهورپیا؛ اگمورِ گموریائون 
' مَيڪَڙ ماریائون» مَلاحَنِ مُنهّن شترا 
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Ihave seen so many of them killing lots of fish every 
day. The fishermen’s equipment inthe house 
saddens me. They have departed from the world 
and are lost in the deep water. 


I stand in the warmth of the sun, gripped by the edge 
` of the whirl pool. The fishermen have not come 
home, they have taken a very long time. Those in 
whom I trusted have turned away and sailed off in 
their boats. 


There are heaps of sand where the fishermen looked 
for fish. Thousands of fishmongers have been 
ruined. The lake has dried up, and the tax 
collectors have left.? 


I have had to borrow fish.3 God bring back the 
fishermen. Almighty lord, do not let me be 
ashamed before the traders. My body has learned 
the worth of the fishermen, now that they are 
gone.” 


You stroll along in just the same way as the fishermen 
did. In their love for the whirlpool of Kalachi, 
they never slept for a moment. 


Intheir search they fell into the whirlpool as they 


ex plored the deep water. With happy faces, the 
sailors slew the crocodile. 
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جن جُمگا پائیین جھول Hg‏ ٳئن نه مَرَنِ مج ۲ 
Be. s&. ۶ 4 i‏ 

EI 09355 جاء ڪي رائون‎ Lida ڌار‎ ga 

هي چاژون ۽ BS‏ |ڃا اوژاھ | جاهون یو 


جپسٹس جھلیا مچ گھاثو گهر AS‏ 
کاضي وجو ناگئاء گریو پر £ 
کائ ohuni girs‏ کا 
حَْنء s‏ ذادو لو آڳيان El‏ 

آدیؤن عبڈاللطيف چئی, مپ لنگمیندا EE‏ 
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Crocodiles are not killed by casting nets upon still 12 
waters. Use large strong sea nets made with 
colored twine. These are shallow waters and 
channels, the deep swell is still some way out. 


Perhaps the great fish has caught them. The fishermen ۷ 
have not come home. 
Go, sailors, and attack. Vent your fury on the evil 
creature. 
Where are their hooks? Where are their nets? 
The eddies make a fearful roar. Before you there is 
foam. 
Sisters, Abdul Latif says, they willall cross over the 
deep water. 
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۸ شر رامکلي 


وري ۽ ناريء جوڳيڙا جهان پم 

ټري جن Tash‏ نه جثنيي Bgl‏ 
جو يرا GS‏ م هنا منجه Ald‏ 
آرامان آرگ ٿیاء اوذا نه آرام 


a 


گیائون ALS‏ آ# نه جئندِي انِ ري 


وارو ویراگیْن S‏ ويل % وساریج 
KE‏ م حاپزین du d>‏ لهیج 
پیزٹ پُسیو پک ي. S555‏ وجیج 


واجَت ویراگئن جاء مُون 25 535 55 
سوڻ ool asthe dort‏ کین م ES‏ 
ويساهيي ويل سنهین, پُووّب ویندو یف 
Jo‏ گنیائون ba‏ آء نه چئندي ol‏ ري 


واجّت ویراگئن جاء مُون 5 935 مال 
مقالان مَھَندِ ٿياء کونهي 35 قال 
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In this world there are yogis of light and yogis of 
fire." Their company is alight with love; I will not 
survive without them.? 


In this world yogis dwell in the warmth of love. They 
have parted company with ease and keep distant 
from comfort. They have created havoc in me;I 
will not survive without them. 


Oh, do not forget the yogis for amoment. Search 
desperately for the footprints of the ascetics. 
Look for the path they have followed and go after 
them. Pursue them by night and day; I will not 
survive without them. 


The sound of the yogis’ instruments is precious to me. 
Their horns? are all made of gold, but regard their 
detachment and do not speak of their wealth.“ 
Having gained your trust, they will suddenly leave 
for the east.5 Come, they have signaled to us; I will 
not survive without them. 


The instruments of the yogis are precious to me. They 
are beyond conversation, they do not engage in 
discussion. They have attained ecstasy; I will not 
survive without them. 
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جان کي مُون کي نی Gb Sb 4S‏ ذي 
ÉS 055935 4‏ جاء منجهان کیک ڪي 
هاڻي ې هنئيء آءُ نه ste‏ ان ري 


OEY سکزین سین, لحظي‎ ta 
. 2T 0۳ 
ري‎ Ul مُون کي ماريائونء ا نه جگندِي‎ 


ميڙيو پا ییون سيو Sor‏ جلائین 
سامي gipa‏ سينء خوديء کي کائین 
هو جي تار تگائینء Ff‏ نه جتندي ol‏ ري 


= کر A bb gS‏ صبح تان نه دب oe‏ 


gal‏ 5 آهُون گریان. وَس نه مُنهنجي وات 
SS‏ لاهُوتینِ جو = کیئر i‏ منجهان کات 
َل کي هیهاث. آ٤‏ نه چکنيي gi‏ ري 


د سا 


َلِنِ ویئی اهیان» ڏِسِيو کین ola‏ 
جنھن چھوئی ناه ي. سا ڪا شونهن سَندیان 
ټَسيو کین FT glad‏ نه جتنيي Oh‏ ري 
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Or else bind me with ropes and take me with you. I 
have understood the secrets of their community 
from the sound of their surando.° Now they are in 
my heart; I will not survive without them. 


Their horns instantly removed the veil from my heart. 


I am slain by their surando. They have killed me; I 
will not survive without them. 


The yogis gather up their ego and set fire to it. The 
masters use their horns toconsume the self. 
They find a way to heal the sick; I will not survive 
without them. 


When I seethe lodge where they stayed Iam 
overcome by grief. The surandos of the ascetics 
are no longer heard at dawn. They live in 
accordance with divine will; I will not survive 


without them. 


I lament in the place where they stayed, I cannot 
control my voice. I am knifed by the surando 
of those followers of the divine.’ Alas for their 
departure; I will not survive wit hout them. 


When I sit and look at them, I see nothing else. 
Nobody possesses a beauty like theirs. When I 
look at it, I see nothing else; I will not survive 
without them. 
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sib‏ بيكاري gala lly‏ وّت 
خودي کانئی هَلِياء پیژ نه لاي پَٽِ 


-t =F ۳ 


باو پیکاري ag ld‏ چدِيانُون بان 


۷ 


سوروفي OEY‏ جو نانگن و ک نِدَانْ 
i f‏ 
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Today the ascetics are not in their place. Consuming 
their ego, they have gone, and their feet did not 
touch the ground. “Alas, alas!” I cry in their lodge; 
I will not survive without them. 


The ascetics have got rid of their ego. The naked ones 
possess the entire treasury of love. They are as 
fragrant as sandalwood; I will not survive without 
them. 


The naked ones have gone to Hinglaj® to behold the 
goddess. The devotees of Shiv rejoice at the sight 
of Dwarka.’ Their guide is Ali;?° I will not survive 
without them. 


Sitting by themselves, they take private counsel. The 
masters set out on their journey, deserting the 
place where they stayed. Their departure made 
me weep; I will not survive without them. 


The yogis have destroyed their separate existence, 
their business is with the universal. The lodge 
where they stay is nonexistence; I will not survive 
without them. 
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5933 اپَژیِنِ جي٬ بهرین ذینهن‎ we 
59% ښگها ساعت نه ھگڑي: چارئي پُھر‎ 
سدائین سيد چني هون سناسي ۾ شور‎ 
لوڪ ېم‎ KISS 0595-5 Glo جوگی‎ 


ويهي ویراگ ين جوه بئی ڏينهن adi‏ حال 

آن جا ڌاڳا 355 LÈ‏ جاڳوٽا وال 

تن جاٹی جُتائُون udd‏ چوتا tS‏ چال 
ویچارا جود g‏ گنهن سان کن نه JE‏ 
نانگا یا ِهالء HSS‏ لوگ ہہ 


usd‏ ڈینھن lao}‏ ڈونھٹون OSS‏ ۾ 
ميڙيو BS‏ کانیُون» جوگی WINS‏ 
سَنیثون کامَنَ خَجَرُونء آدییئنِ آهین 
ehf‏ نه گالھائینء لِڪا ين لوگ ۾ 


چوئین ډٌینهن چَوگانَ و گنهن جنهن په پيا 
oby 25‏ جي وَڍِياء تن وہ 5 کها 

انتر آدیسین oS‏ چن جوش چھا 

سامي سوڻ ٿِياء LSS‏ لوس ہہ 
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On the first day”! I realized something about the 17 
ascetics. They are not well for a moment, but 
suffer all the time. The sannyasis, says Shah, are in 
pain. Only through necessity do the yogis wander 
hidden in the world. 


On the second day I sat and heard about the ascetics. 8 
Their clothes are coated with dust, and the strings 
for tying up their hair are worn out. They have 
carefully arranged their matted braids and tied 
their topknots well. The poor creatures do not 
talk about their state to anyone. The naked ones 
are happy, they wander hidden in the world. 


Onthethird day they kindle fire in the lodges where 19 
they stay. The yogis gather sweepings and straw 
and set fire to them. The ascetics know all about 
burning. They do not speak of their secret, they 
wander hidden in the world. 


On the fourth day they are sunk in thought as they 20 
lean on their crutches. Slain by the idea of the 
beloved, what have they to do with falseness? 

Some commotion rages within the yogis. The 
masters have been turned into gold, they wander 
hidden in the world. 
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گنهن جَتهن پور LI‏ پنجين HOS‏ 
آندر 6S ghol‏ 959% شاخ SE‏ 
مُحَبَتَ ي ميدان ې لاشگ پيا لهي 


تن کي ساري رات ew‏ چئی, گوندَر سان BS‏ 
گریو سي سهي. RNS‏ لوگ ې 


پیا گنهن ób‏ ۾٬‏ چهین ذینهن BF‏ 
آندر آدیسین oS‏ دُریان ئي GB‏ 

ټري باجهارا LE‏ کانی BSE‏ 
پنیو نج SS‏ لِکا پُئنِ لوگ ۾ 


ژوخ پنهنجو رام سین, پر ۾ پُوتائون 
گثیو کدائون. لکا ین لوگ وہ 


432 


۳ 


۳۲ 


yy 


Ye 


21 


22 


23 


24 


18 || RAMAKALI 


On the fifth day some anxiety torments them. The 
yogis’ hearts are gripped by pain. Assuredly they 
have alighted on the field of love. For them, says 
Shah, the whole night passes in suffering. Having 
beheld the beloved, they wander hidden in the 
world. l 


On the sixth day they are completely absorbed in 
meditation. From the beginning Godalone has 
been in the yogis’ hearts. They take ashes from the 
fire and rub them on their bodies. Begging fora 
little grain, they wander hidden in the world. 


On the seventh day, says Shah, they wash their 
clothes. With folded arms they stand before God 
the unseen. They have brought signs of some 
great realm. Their souls are entwined in secret 
with Ram.?? They take their rags, andthey wander 
hidden in the world. 


On the eighth day the yogis arise and go from place to 
place. The masters learned the ways suitable for 
yoga. Ram always dwells in their hearts. For some 
purpose they wander hidden in the world. 
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نائين ڏينهن نیثان» Shes!‏ أُجاریا 
ښېاجهي باجه gE‏ شڃاڻي سیثان 
خی Sb É‏ جو JÍ‏ اوتاران 

اهي آشجانان, HII‏ لوت 


مین ذینهن LISS‏ پرینء پابوهیا FI‏ 
رق جي وصال جاء سي واري کیائون وَس 
اون ليف چي. oe‏ 


وریو ويراڳڻنِ جوء کارهین 45S CYS‏ 
جوگن جانالون JÉ osti‏ ويا وم 
دام BS gules‏ ڪا ٿن لوگ ۾ 


مَنَ راون ات پارهین - ې 
شمان سی چ گر loll‏ 


شدائین سَقر و رَمَنِ متي راھ 


on‏ بُورَب ند ڏيء منجه موي ماه 
جن SH‏ سين BUT‏ قلو LESS‏ پشون تن جا 
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On the ninth day, their eyes are wakeful and bright. 
The merciful lord noticed them and showed his 
mercy. Their abode is wherever the lord appears. 
This is their sign, that they wander hidden in the 
world. 


On the tenth day, see how they are adorned by the 
favor of the beloved. They have turned the pages 
of union, and they have graspedthem. They have 
found the path of the guru, says Latif. The yogis 
have gained glory, they wander hidden in the 
world. 


On the eleventh day the renouncers find fortune. 
Their pilgrimages are completed and they 
have entered the sacred enclosure. They have 
permanently kept silent, they wander hidden in 
the world. 


On the twelfth day their hearts’ desires are fulfilled. 
The yogis all long for this pilgrimage. They who 
find union with the guru are exalted. 


They are always on a journey, roaming on the roads. 
They travel to the east, intoxicated as they go 
from land toland. They are aware of God the 
unseen; let us go and see where they stay. 
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زسعز ab‏ كُلھي 45,5 هو م هُوندَنِ چیئن 
Gaby‏ لَطِيف Sz‏ هُون نه آدييي یئن 
سي ÁS SHS‏ » جي ذارین IS‏ 3 جیترو 


شدا وهن ساشهان» عاشق GA‏ هیر 
سا ڈیٹی oS G5‏ ساژیائون سییر 


سامي کامي پرینء لی کيي با کباب 
جُھڑو OS‏ ڈوھ 3 oS‏ تهژو ین HS‏ 

اوتین آرتي گادون, منجهان OT fs‏ 

سُندو lps GIS‏ تون RE‏ پُچین ین کي 
سامین سک هن تيء Sie‏ موی 59% 
گهّندا by‏ کابل د ي» کو جو BY‏ پُوژ 
مڙهيءَ جو jois‏ ڪاله گندا ويا SHS‏ 


سامي P55‏ شندیاء سامھین مون سیلهه J‏ 
سا تان AS‏ آڏياءِء جان نانگا چین SE‏ 
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Take nonbeing on your shoulders and do not be like 
those whoare tied to existence. True yogis are not 
like this, says Latif. How can those who maintain 
the least connection with the world be called true 
ascetics? 


The Kapat yogis?’ have their ears pierced and slit for 
earrings. As lovers, they sit forever facing the 
north wind. They fast and mortify their bodies. 
They are fakirs who have obliterated themselves; 
let us go and see where they stay. 


The masters are roasted for the sake of the beloved, 
they are cooked and become kebabs. They regard 
sin and merit as the same. Their eyes shed tears 
mingled with blood. How can you ask them about 
their caste? 


The masters carry their horns on their shoulders; 
keeping any kind of company brings them nothing 
but grief. Some painful thought drives them 
toward Kabul.’* The yogis were talking yesterday 
about a lodge there. 


Master, your shelter stands before me like a 5و‎ 


Oh naked one, why did you build it if you were 
going to leave it? 


437 


RISALO 


جي پانئین Sor‏ تیان ته be gas Sa‏ 
وج 93 دوسَئنِ UB‏ نانگا ڪيم نِنْ 
OF OY FOE‏ پُجمي نه ُجهیو 


جي پانیین جوگی old‏ ته Ba‏ سَپیئی نوژ 
جي جاوا نه dale‏ چۀ تين سي جوز 
ته تون پَهُچین توژٍ EER‏ ي مَيدانَ ۾ 


جي پانئین جوي ثيان» ته 6( پُوري منچھ مار 
Alo‏ دُونهين Jd‏ و G5‏ سين مالها وار 


جي پانئین Sor‏ یان» ته ڪين لیالو یی 
ناه تهاري هب گری, FT‏ سين ات نه یا 
ته ندو وَخْدّت sg‏ طالِټ توژان ماڻئين 


جي Sor th‏ پیان» ته مُنهن ۾ مُنډا پاء 
گنین کین وجائیو OF‏ م کوڑین 5S‏ وذاء 


IS‏ چادر dG‏ چَيواء ج تو نه جگاء 


ته سامڈّڑا clare‏ گر وَتِ ڳلا نه ژمي 
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Ifyou think of becoming a yogi, then break all ties. 
Oh naked one, do not go to the house of your 
friends and wail. Go and beg from the band of 
yogis who understand but say that they do not. 


If you think of becoming a yogi, then break all ties. 
Attach your heart to those who are not born and 
do not beget. Then you will get to the end of the 
field of love. 


If you think of becoming a yogi, then control your 
mind and destroy it within. With your heart 
smoking with love, turn the beads of the rosary in 
your mind. Respectfully suffer all that the master 
wills. 


If you think of becoming a yogi, then drink the cup of 
nonbeing. Search out and grasp nonbeing, do not 
stand there with ego. Then, oh seeker, you will 
enjoy the full profit of oneness. 


If you think of becoming a yogi, then seal your mouth 
with rings. The ears you split countless times have 
made no difference to you. Abandon your sheet 
and put on bits of leather, shoes are not suitable 
for you. Then, master, you will not be faulted 


before the guru. 
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Age‏ جوې جگاء È Sor‏ شونهي جوگیین 
vare‏ سَندِي جان گُجھ تجهانده اه 
هاء مونهین کي eela‏ جا T‏ جوڳ نه سي 


Soe‏ نه جوڳو تون» گرین پُچاژون جوگ جُون 
هحکژو vin åy‏ جو؛ ي ES‏ پُون 
سامي سیتن 90« ندا J‏ رت by Ż‏ 


جوگی هون نه چگراء پائی جوڳ م چ 
bylo‏ هن ALS‏ سین شڻ سَنِيهو Gl‏ 
وچائي 5535 oS‏ پاٹان پاسي نا 
هَدّهین کونهي AP‏ آسارا آء چوین 


جان ڪي جوي يه نا ته رجا ونان BHI‏ 
ڪوھ لو GE‏ گپائین. جان نه شهین يي 
a‏ پراهون 3 ols‏ پیا لجائیین 


od Sor‏ نه ob‏ ڪنهين سين قريب ٽي 
مان مُلاق ان سین. HF‏ 593 جي IA‏ 
gl‏ بر ol‏ نت آھ ز OBIS EG‏ نهارَ 
لائی ویا آطیف چی, اندر منجم آپاز 
سامین سان Glia‏ لاهُوتي JY‏ تیان 
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Yoga is proper for yogis, and it is yogis whom yoga 
suits. Hidden secrets are contained in the soul of 
yogis. Ah, alas for me that I did not learn yoga. 


You are not worthy of yoga, why do you talk about it? 
There is only one path to the beloved; you journey 
over different country. The masters went toward 
the beloved, shedding tears of blood. 


The yogis are not alive, so do not live if you adopt 
yoga. You fool, let your ears hear this message: 
“Destroy your existence, keep away from the 
self” This life is absolutely nothing, you clueless 
creature, yet you still say “I.” 


Either become 2 yogi, you shameless creature, or else 
quit their company. Why get your ears splitif you 
cannotendure the cold? Get out and be off with 
you, in case you disgrace the others. 


Yogis are not friends or close to anyone. I have 
encountered those who talk of the east.” Day and 
night their gaze is fixed on the goddess.!® They 
have aroused infinite longing in my heart, says 
Latif. Oh God who veils faults, may I be dyed with 
the divine in the company of the masters. 
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US‏ جي BLS‏ جاء Ugh‏ سي جوگی 


oS‏ ڪورائي spl‏ چندا Si‏ جوءِ 
jw‏ سپاهِيْن وکیاء سو ڪ نه سامي سوء 
جيڪي پچین پچ سو BES‏ نه گوءِ 
JA ES‏ لوءِء عِچڑ ي آجو ڪَري 


یٔسوروئی ينن جو دل 4 S99‏ دکاء 
آڻي آڳ عشق ag‏ باري A gle‏ 
چندا این جگاء جتن Bol oei‏ 


هوي jL GS‏ جاء وڌو سو نه شٹینِ 


ُونا طُور cline‏ شندا alia‏ 

پُورَبٍ گنيو coe BL‏ وڈ AT La‏ 
ردا اهي راز bs] az‏ آدیسین 

قرب wil‏ تن چوٽءَ سين ASS‏ 
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Yogis who search for food are false. Accursed are the 
wretches who look after their bellies. 


Yogi, you have got your ears split, do not become a 
woman. Oh master, have you not heard how the 
brave sacrificed their lives? Ask what you need to 


ask; those who do not speak do not win the gaine. 


Go to that land, oh yogi, with helplessness to 
guide you. 


Completely fill your heart with the smoke of love. 
Bring your life and burn it in love’s fire. Oh 
creature, what you should do is to become water 
from fire. 


Those ears on the side of your head do not hear 


straight. Use your inner ears to hear the message. 


The knees of the sannyasis are like Mount ".ادو‎ 
The renouncers do not take their ego with them 
to the east. The yogis are draped in the cloak of 
mysteries. They are covered from top to toe in 
closeness to the divine. 
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مُونا جن مِجرابث: جسو جامع تن جو 
قبلي ob tL)‏ ڪريء تن کي ڪيائون طواف 


SiS‏ ي بر $e‏ چسمان ڪيائون جواب 
تن ڪَهڙو clus doh‏ جن هنتّزي هادي کل 93 


مُنؤ مِحراب پرینء جو؛ جامع سپ جهان 
eps‏ تان فرقان ي. کاپیائون فرآن 
Sl eld]‏ ویو عَثل ۽ عرفان 

SB شبحانْء ڪاڏي وچ‎ Sori 
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منجهه مُحَبت مج 584 ڈوڈا دوژ سين 
z‏ 2 , دو ۲ 8 2 2.2 ھ ۳2 
چُِیائون چُر لپي. کوڑ ENS‏ کج 
8551 اوڏا نه ٿِياء ڳڻ گیائون کچ 


ڪيهي کام کاپزي, ٿا آهزي رَوَش رون 
نڪا دل دورحخ ڈيء نکي بهشث گهزن 
5S‏ کم SES‏ سین,ء E5‏ مُسلماني من 
يا ايان چُوَنِء ته پرین ڪَجو پانهنجو 
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Their knees are a mihrab,° and their bodies are 
a mosque. Their hearts point the direction 
to Mecca, their bodies circumambulate the 
Kaaba. Proclaiming the divine reality, they have 
renounced the body. The guide is contained in 
their hearts, how can they be held accountable for 
sin? 


The beloved’s face is their mihrab,? the entire world is 
their mosque. They have given up the Qur’an, and 
the tablet telling right from wrong. Intellect and 
knowledge take flight there. Everything is God; 
where can I go and perform my intention to pray? 


The fire of love blazes within them, while on the 
outside they are covered with ashes like stokers. 
Choosing a retreat, they have abandoned lies, 
vices, and falseness. They have nothing to do with 
sin, but practice many virtues. The more they 
burn, the purer and the happier they become. 


For what purpose do the yogis follow this path? 
Their hearts are not set on hell, nor do they 
desire paradise. They have nothing to do with 
unbelievers, and they do not have Islam in their 
minds. They stand there saying: “Make the 
beloved your own.” 
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نا أميدي آجکو اَوچَنْ آدیستن 
مدا شک وَسَنِء طالب sgl‏ تقدیر جا 


نا ميدي آجکو REFI]‏ آدییشنِ 
سامِیّڑا مَمُونبٍ م تنبي چئن OP‏ 
جي واگوء Oly‏ وجن, ته ُن ES‏ کین ڪي 


ال ڪي لال ds‏ لال لنگهيو oF‏ 
عَدَم g‏ اوژاھ تی ڪيا jal‏ وټین 
گردانیو کنگن. گرداټ GLE S‏ سین 


نا مُرادي نجهرو BE‏ اوتارون 
Loj‏ راخ سَندونِ» مُوژ نه YS‏ ڪي يو 


ذینهان دي BS‏ چم شوژ Skee‏ رات 
شندي جوگیان ld‏ چیجان هوء ج 
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Lack of expectation is the sheet in which the ascetics 
are wrapped. Those seekers are always happy with 
their destiny. 


Lack of expectation is their sustenance, the sheet in 
which the ascetics are wrapped. Sometimes they 
are on horseback, sometimes they go on foot. The 
masters swim in the sea like a float. If they enter 
the mouth of the crocodile they do not say a word. 


Those by whom the beloved passed become dyed 
in the color of love. The yogis have constructed 
their refuge place on the eddying waters of 
nonexistence. The silent ones used their divine 
knowledge to churn the whirlpool. 


The yogis endure cold blasts, painful times, and gales 
in their minds. They have no refuge besides God. 


Lack of desire is their hut, nonexistence is their 
refuge. Contentment is their kingdom, they ask 
for nothing else. 


The masters are slaughtered by a knife that removes 
their happiness. By day their bodies are in 
pain, and they suffer all night long. Mother, the 
community of yogis is always sick. 
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ژوح ‏ وَهِيْن را پھر بولین کي ېیو 
پیالو 8 ڪريء جوټ پیتائون Ale‏ 
تهان پوء Bled‏ تن تکیا تاکي چُڈیا 


متا موء ٿيانِء دا شوئیتا FS‏ 


ويي جنهین ورھ ياء BS‏ سین ميري 

اکیون جُنھن جُون آلک ڏيء پُون SS‏ نه پيري 
کارائیان ڪَڪا ٿِياء LISLE‏ چيري 

SAS ۽‎ BS se Ghd لال‎ Si 
نِينهُن نه نبيري» شور چرندي شترو‎ 


نانگن کین تمایو, ناٿ تمایو نینهن 
مَزهن Ll‏ مینهّن» جوگیان مَنييء ذاتِ کي 


کي تَمَن S SU‏ ناٿ نه تمائین 


Ue‏ ڪَن نه oS Sor‏ جوڳ نه جهارین 
آديسي aul‏ اُهڃاڻئون آلماش جُون 


448 


1 


w 


w 


ata 


61 


62 


63 


18 || RAMAKALI 


Ram dwells in their soul, they speak of nothing else. 
They filled the cup of love and drank deeply from 
it. After that they closed their lodges and left. 


With matted braids over their foreheads, the yogis are 
always lamenting. No one has ever spoken to ask 
what makes them grieve. They spend their entire 
life in suffering. 


They have spent years sitting with their foreheads 
dirty with dust. Their eyes are directed toward 
God the unseen, they never turn toward the 
earth. Scorched by fire, their hair has become gray 
instead of black. They tremble, says Latif, and 
they shed tears of blood. They do not leave their 
love, being happy to pass their time in pain. 


It was not the naked ones who bowed to their lord, but 
their love that made them bow before him. The 
rain of divine favor fell on the huts of the whole 
community of yogis. 


They do not bow down tothe lord, nor does the lord 
make them bow down. They do not make yoga an 
object of pilgrimage or worship. The yogis bring 
the precious gems of spiritual knowledge as their 
tokens. 
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bet DS DHS be‏ جائن B‏ 
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They worship Shiv all the time, and wash their 
loincloths every day. Those who have not killed 
their lower self find no favor with the lord. 


Wearing quilts, the yogis spend time together with 
bells tied to their sides. They keep their bodies 
free from impurity. The naked ones do not sleep, 
but go weeping toward Ram. 


Their sticks and kindling are like jasmine flowers. I 
die longing for those masters whose quilts contain 
roses. The yogis are priceless within, but look ugly 
on the outside. 


Standing to one side of the bazaar, the yogis in their 
quilts remember the guru. They recite divine 
verses and pay the price for the draught of love in 
full. Their faces look sweet as they are overcome 
by the intoxication of love. 


The yogis are disgusted by eating, they are not greedy 
for food. Crying out in the wilderness, they do not 
spend even a moment begging. Seeking adversity, 
they arise and keep company with suffering. 
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HH‏ کین BS EG‏ 0508 کین گھران 


1 


- 


مهييي مخُلوق چ, Cl‏ ذور دران 
پڃن ڪوۀ شرعان» جه آنتر دال آن ي 


Kal‏ جن آویر سي سانجهيء رَهَنِ شمهي 
لاوتی لَطِيف چی, آي ڏَيَنِ أليرَ 

شتو لوک پٌسي das‏ سامي Zo‏ سَیر 
ڪيڏانهن ڪندا پیر مِڑوئی sho‏ ٹیو 


وچینء ویٹا رَهَنِء سانجهيء رَهَنِ سمهي 
یک مرندي bY‏ گنهن کان کین at‏ 
پیٹ نه هیریائون پانهنجاء چوري سان چُسّن چسن 
فحكي oi‏ ماڳيان پني ماب ي 


1 ٠ اځ‎ 
Cr» سنا‎ 
E 


پیت نه هیرِیائون پانهنجاء چوري 


اهڙِيءَ Bl‏ رَمَنء کاپژي AS‏ 


‘Cy 
مت‎ 
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They do not carry a bowl to beg with, nor do they ask 
for anything from people’s houses. Worshipers 
of Shiv, they stand far from people’s homes. Why 
should they ask about the religious law when the 
court is within them??? 


If those who carry a bowl and beg only realized, they 
would receive alms in the desert without begging 
for a single moment. 


Those who are restless late at night sleep in the 
evening. The yogis, says Latif, start up at 
midnight. Seeing the world asleep, they set off on 
their travels. Which way should they stretch out 
to rest when God is present everywhere? 


In the afternoon they stay sitting, in the evening 
they remain asleep. They starve and are dying 
of hunger, but they do not beg from anyone. 
They have not accustomed their stomachs to feel 
hunger and taste delicacies. All the fakirs beg for 
is the medicine that induces silence. 


They have made their bodies thin by binding them 
with leather bands. They have not accustomed 
their stomachs to feel hungry and taste delicacies. 
This is the way that the yogis come to Kabul .? 
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آدييي «aol‏ هتان گری هلیا 
کاپزین قَلب ې گیو ڈوراٹو ڈیش 
ويراي نئون Jáh «Guta‏ دکي زمیا 


آدیسین ا٘دّث, اه اگزین م 
تن جو سب لسن ناه کی نه آما نه اب 


سبامیئن کی OM‏ پرین» ژوخ ۾ 9525 رټ 


نگ ڪَڍيائون لانگ» موي ڪَن نه مَسَځو 
جا ٳسلامان آگی Ab‏ سا شتائون ہانگ 
سامي چُذي سانگ. LIF‏ گورکناٽ کي 


es}‏ کار 2 پان کي کوء of Jah‏ ژجاث 
لباسان یف Ji age‏ ویراگی وات 
مَنْ ماري کر ماث. ته SS ee Ey‏ 


وجا کار تم پاق S‏ جوگی 255 Soe‏ 


< 


GE‏ خادم جن گرین, اي رال وڏو رو 
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Bidding farewell, the yogis have departed from this 75 
place. In their hearts they have imagined a distant 
land. Covered in new apparel, the renouncers 
have wandered on. 


The yogis have reverence in their eyes. They haveno 76 
ancestry or lineage, no mother or father. In all 
circumstances the beloved inhabits the soul of 
the masters. They keep no possessions other than 
their loincloth. 


Those who wear the loincloth around them do not 7 
perform ablutions.”* They have heard the call 
to prayer that preceded 113.25 Abandoning 
all other support, the masters are united with 
Gorakhnath.?¢ 


Do not let yourself be worshiped, oh yogi, curses on 78 
people’s devotion. Oh renouncer, says Latif, keep 
your mouth from pretense. Kill your mind and 
destroy it; then you will see a refuge at the sacred 
bathing place. 


Do not let yourself be worshiped, oh yogi, but 79 
maintain your yoga. Oh master, to make people 
your servants is a great fault. There is no life of 
luxury for those who flee the world, which true 
ascetics leave behind. 
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زهیا آٿيئي siung RLS ly‏ صابري 
fo Eo‏ منچھ آطیف de‏ ڪر تین ي تاتِ 
سَندِي جوڳيانِ ذاتِ: بئی پيري مس مِڑي 


تان ڪي سائنِ اوي جان gael‏ اوطاقن 4 
ڏھ ڈھ پیرا ڏينهن پب پا WLS‏ گهور 
by‏ جي جنگلوں ته ڪَرَم ملندء SIS‏ 


تان ڪي 35 ويۀء جان آهین اوطائنِ 4 
سايي فر هل 298 aS 3 Jug‏ 


gÍ‏ نه اوطافن چم جاڳڙ ofar‏ جو 
ساري مَناسیٌن oS‏ ژگندین تان رو 
Gd‏ پاریان توء لاهُوي لذي ويا 


Zl‏ نه اوطاقن og‏ طالِټ تُنوارین 


آدييي Jl‏ ویاء مَڙهيُون مُون مارین 
SEE‏ چیارین» سي لاهُوٽي by oi‏ 
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The patient ones were with you for the night; in the 
morning they will go. Preserve their memory 
in every fiber of your being, says Latif. It will be 
difficult to be with the yogi community a second 
time. 


Talk with them while they are in their lodge. Devote 
yourself to them ten times a day. With luck you 
will meet again with the yogis who have gone to 
Hinglaj. 


Sit with them while they are in their lodge. The 
masters have gone on a journey, their thoughts 
are on a distant land. Abandoning the comfort of 


their own country, they have eagerly gone to the 
Ganga. 


In the lodge today?’ there is no gathering of the yogis. 
Think of the sannyasis and weep as much as you 
wish. See, from your side those spiritual beings 
have departed 8 


In the lodge today the seekers do not talk. The yogis 
have got up and left; their lodges are the death of 
me. The restorers of my soul to life, those spiritual 
beings, have departed. 
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آڅ نه اوطاقن و سندي جوگئن جوڙ 
ساري UAB eS oS ppl‏ کوز 
GS‏ جنین سین موز سي لاهوي لڏي Ly‏ 


gi‏ نه اوطان ہے گرگل کین ژوتن 

نه هي آدييي آشکاء جن سين مَڑھیون شونھَنِ 
Bhs‏ پُوریائون ماب تيء واجت کین وَڄَنِ 
ويا نانگا سی ِڪريء 585 نه A‏ 

ساریو oF hls‏ اولاکا آچن 

لاجَنُون GIS Shor aby‏ ي کي 


اڄ نه اوطافن م ڈونھین LS‏ نه SY‏ 
ويا ویراگی نجري, چت MG‏ چاث 


Al‏ ماریّس نهين She‏ چیجان Or‏ جي 
چیاشون جوڑ 3« جوڳءَ BY‏ جاژ 
سندو p‏ پا آچیائین S OUT‏ 


هيء جي هُئا red‏ ته من GS Ligh‏ یو 
مَمِيُون مُورّت مّت. مان وسرِيون ڪي لهان 
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Inthe lodge today thereisno assembly of the yogis. 85 
When I remember them I am consumed and 
reduced to a heap. My mind was directed to them, 
those spiritual beings have departed. 


In the lodge today those who wept aloud are not 86 
there. The yogis who took no ease and who were 
the lodge’s adornment are absent. They have 
closed their lodge, which now lies silent, and no 
instruments play there. The naked ones have 
departed, and none of the easterners remains. 
When I think of the sannyasis I am overwhelmed 
by waves of grief. Those spiritual beings have 
bound their minds with ropes. 


Today there is no smoke or flame?’ in the lodge. 87 
After giving me the taste for their company, the 
renouncers have departed. Mother, I have been 
killed by the tears that the yogis have made me 
shed. 


Being with the yogis has brought us to life and 88 
removed our grief. They offered the blind the way 
to the east. 


Alas, if they were here, I should perhaps have hada 89 
claim on them. If only I could find their rosary 
beads, their form, and their wisdom, all of which I 
have forgotten. 
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بک ols‏ بگریین» Sox‏ کندا جُج 
 cdb‏ رگن طعا «g‏ اوتیو El o&‏ 
لاهُوتنِ Gab‏ چي. مَنْ ماري کیو مخ 
دا ا شچج. وسنئن کي ویجھا ٹیا 


جیذنهن رین وک opis‏ صاحِب سامهُون 


z=‏ سو نانگن بي oby‏ جي 


iy ode کيء ئن‎ So ٿا‎ ob 
CENTRES oD ته رژهي‎ 


جابَراد ae G8‏ سا Ei‏ 3 آدیستن 
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The yogis have filled their bags with hunger and 
rejoice. They have nodesire for food, they pour 
out thirst and drinkit. Those spiritual beings, says 
Latif, have made pulp of their minds. The masters 
have crossed the wilderness and drawn near to 
habitation.?° 


They have no covering or quilt, nor the least scrap of a 
loincloth. The lord is before them wherever they 


step. 


The naked ones have tied the loincloth of love around 
them. As they came into the world, so they have 
returned. Their true status will be revealed in the 


east. 


If people looked for the spiritual path in the way that 
they look for bread, they would have crawled and 
found the way, says Latif, and their pain would be 
removed. 


For the yogis, hunger and thirst are like the 
celebrations of ordinary people. The intoxicated 
faqirs observe the fast, the ascetics stay away from 
Eid. 


God is still far away from the sannyasi who is 
concerned about clothing and food. 
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ويٺو پُڇين 5 گر ڪا هنثار Gb‏ بي 
Zl‏ آدييي مَژ TLS‏ مَرندو سَپُکو 


پریندیئی پیر تیه ڇڏي گنجو گام 

گروء سندي گس ہے جن ڪيا ٿن ALS‏ 
ويهي ڪَيو نه وچ و تن آدیسین All‏ 
ر ې لین رام oliy‏ چُتا SHS‏ 


آکٹون آلو ما سدا ناسین جُون 
واري Sle blas GY‏ جهلیا جوڳئين 


اڃا سي آهین» جي سزاوار yikes‏ جا 


وینا وجائین» جي شنايي شٹئین 


cog Blind dá‏ واحذ تن نه وسري 


مي Éa‏ کاپزي» کا نانگا {y‏ نه ES‏ 


نينَ سدائین eo‏ اوجاڳنِ آجاریا 


2 


دورن گھٹو 95518« دورج م ره SS‏ 
تان تان هوئج خجري» جان سين یاژ جني 


negi کدذهن‎ «Á 5b جڏهن پاسي‎ 


462 


۹1 


٧۷ 


۹۸ 


44 


۱۱ 


18 || RAMAKALI 


You sit thinking of last year; do something now about 96 
going. Die today, oh yogi; everyone will die 
tomorrow. 


Leaving the settlement on Mount Ganjo,?! they 97 
eagerly set out. They have finished off their bodies 
on the path directed by the guru. Those yogis 
have not sat down and rested on the way. While 
traveling, they met Ram and were spared the rest 
of the journey. 


The sannyasis’ eyes always shine with tears like the 98 
moon. The yogis stop their eyes from sleeping and 
they remain awake. 


There are still yogis who are worthy of their horns. 99 
They are sitting and playing, if you would hear 
them, oh sannyasi. 


Those who have accepted dying? do not forget the 100 
one lord. Those naked ascetics do not sleep on the 
way. Their eyes are always bright and vigilant. 


Searching is very difficult, do not search without 101 
alamp. Remain in your cell for as long as your 
beloved lives. Leave the lodge only when he 
departs. 
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ڈورِ A‏ ڏئان دا ڈور گهتو 93515 
کوژین لک هزات jl‏ أونداهيءَ آندا گیا 


تو جو ڏئو پانئیو سا شورج شهائي 
dl‏ ا "psd‏ جي رات وهامي ڏينهن یو 


نات جنهین hs‏ تت نه نھارِیو جوڳئين 
ڪي ڪُوِيساهيا ڪاپڙيء ریا راهين نژ 
هو هتهین iib‏ ئي هُنهئین by‏ هنگلاج دي 
ناٿ جنهین by cd hd‏ نهاریو جوڳئين 
سي شویساهیا ڪاپڙيء پُریا راهین BY‏ 
هو oth‏ هنَ yb Lib‏ هنگلاجان Sb‏ کیو 


545 گي Hd‏ کین قبولج SIS‏ 
BE‏ جو میدان, تنگز نان کي 


وج ٿيا مَرحکيس. تِن J‏ کین wh)‏ سین 
o5‏ ولهي ویس لاهوتي لَطِيف چئي 


ټک انين جي ol 398 LS‏ جو Da‏ 
گیالون سو ئي 93 چنان لوگ لچ ٽي 
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Do not search without a lamp, searching is very 
difficult. Hundreds and thousands and millions 
have been blinded by this darkness.#3 


What you thought was a lamp is the brilliance of the 
sun. For the blind it is still dark when night passes 
and turns into day. 


The yogis did not look at the place where the abode 
of the lord is. The yogis with misguided faith 
traveled on along journey. He is here, but they 
went in vain to Hinglaj. 


The yogis did look** at the place where the abode of 
the lord is. The yogis with rightly guided faith 
traveled on along journey. He is right here, and 
they found him in Hinglaj. 


Oh yogi, give no importance to what is only 
transitory.?5 The field where Ali fought3“ is fine 
for sannyasi. 


Those who are dyed in love of the lord have no 
attachment to fine clothing. Those spiritual 
beings roam about in poor clothes, says Latif. 


Hunger is the charity for which they beg, ashes are 


the perfume they bathe in. They have chosen an 
ap pearance that ordinary people are ashamed of. 
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سگیون سیلیُون ash AF‏ ٽيئي تول S‏ 
لاشوث چن لگو سي مَڑھیان مُوژ نه LS‏ 


کوءِ گودَڙ بَنِ AS yah AT‏ کدائون کانء 


جیذانهین Sor‏ ویو ES‏ تیذانهین نانء 
ڻو این پان ته سگیون شومّت هت جُون 


gee 


GS Sle‏ گودڑٍی, سا مُون کي ئي مرک 
چیلا ماري (25S‏ اوډي DST dag‏ سين 


جا گر Gs‏ گودڑی, سا ڑِئي لاهيندي لج 
سندا تنهن شهج» چیلو چوندو کیترا 


جا گر ڏني گودژي. سا مُون گھٹی شھاءِ 


نی رسای ما اوڍئين oi ZF‏ سين 
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Horns, strings, and quilts—these three they have 
abandoned, along with their sacred threads. They 
have thrown their beggin g bowl to the ground 
and smashed it to pieces. Those who have become 
attached to the divine spirit never emerge from 
their cells. 


Curses on your quilts and coverings, set your blankets 
on fire. Lower your eyes be fore those who truly 
practice yoga. Realize that that the horn you hold 
1158۳2665 7 


The quilt the guru gave meis my pride. Oh disciple, sit 
cross-legged and wear it with reverence. 


It would be disgraceful to remove the quilt given 
by the guru. How many of its blessings will the 
disciple be able to recite? 


The quilt given by the guru adorns me greatly. If you 
wear it with reverence, it will take you on the path. 


Quilts* inside and silk outside—yogis of this sort are 
slaves of donkeys. 


Silk inside and quilts out side—yogis of this sort are 
slaves of God. 
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گل کل پيي گودژیاء گھٹا ‏ پانئیج ۳ 
سوئی شڃاڻيج» هي هو آهي هيڪڙو 

پگ Ey side‏ وہ BS‏ چذیائون ڏس Ww‏ 
آلائشان آگی ٿياء موئی لین نه مس 

obis ig‏ حس, وجي کالهه JS‏ ٹیا 


۸ ls 
oeie مؤن ماريندي‎ gjet سَندَڙيانِ سگزي, گاله‎ 
جهژٍي‎ P نه تبهن‎ dS gules جا‎ 
SFOS کی جنهن مات ڪيوء نه تنهن‎ ٥یلرش‎ 
BUS نه سوگھنڈِ نه‎ oS تاریو جنهن توڏيءَ‎ 
نهن گڙي‎ L aS ELI ذاریو جنهن‎ 
ههزي‎ dep نه يري نه سند ڪاء نڪا‎ 
SBS گھٹو, چوندا جن‎ go منائیان‎ 
وکژي‎ ES ويه م‎ S Sl اونائی‎ ts 
SIH جن‎ SAIS بیخود باو سی تیاء‎ 
گنهن واکاڻ گهزي‎ ag جا ساراهیل شبحاڻ‎ 
Sabo پوء‎ SUL S هسين شرودَن‎ 
jÍ گهانبٍ از مژون موهیاء هيءَ ماژهو‎ 
مُئا جياريندزي‎ EP اللطِيف چي.‎ oso] 
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You who wear a quilt, do notlook at all the flowers and 6 
think that they are many. Recognize him as the 
one in everything. 


See, they have thrown their begging bowls on the 117 
ground and put aside their staffs. They have 
passed beyond impurities and have not turned 
back into base metal. They have quit the 
sensations of this world and have become one 
with the universal. 


Their horn is 2 mystery.3? Sometime it will kill me. 118V 

Itis not like the pipe the camel men play. 

It wipes out the flute, and the gourd“? is not its equal. 

It is not like the buffalo bells that brought Suhini 
across. 

It is sharper than the strings that severed Diyach’s 
42 

There is nothing like it in the north, in Sindh, or جا‎ 
11103 

Those who have tasted it say it is sweeter than sweets. 

Go when you hear it, do not just sit there but step out. 

Those who have heard it playing become masters 
without ego. 

How can one praise something that God has extolled? 

It far surpasses thousands of other instruments. 

Large bells charm wild beasts, but it enchants men. 

Sisters, says Abdul Latif, it brings the dead to life. 
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۹ شر کاهوژي 


کاهوڑِیِنِ FBS‏ سینء سوجهي لَدّو شبُحانُ 
عاشق آهوي آگرین» لنگهیا لا ڪان 

هوء ې SIS‏ مُوء ٿِياء stl‏ جي Gh‏ 

do‏ شبْحانء آیو 3b‏ تن جي 


مُون سي cele US‏ جنین BS‏ پرینء : 
رهي آچجي راتزي, تن SS‏ سَنڍِيءَ gle‏ 
تين جي ساڃاءِء ثرهو ژغي تار م 


ويون ټپ پَئیء کيڙون کاهوژین جون 
اون تن دوت جو obs‏ پیز پهي 
o2)‏ رات «P23‏ ڈُونگر oss‏ ڈورِیا 


تُون Lilet Ld‏ منجهي سَعيو نه OS‏ 

شوارا BS dia‏ کاهوژي ويا 

آٹیندین کیا S$‏ ڈوراٹی &S‏ جو 

دون سا ذورین» جا جوء شبی نه SÜ‏ 

پاسا متي پاھّٹین کاهوژ ي کوزین 
ناھ 


وجا آت ووژین» جت نهایّت ناه ڪا 


19 Khahori 


With silent prayer, the Khahoris have searched and 
found the divine. With these syllables? the lovers 
have passed the stage of infinity. United with the 
divine, they have become divine, baked by their 
master. To them everything appears divine. 


Mother, I have seen those who have seen the beloved. 
One should come and stay for a night with those 
heroes. Knowing them with loving respect acts as 
a raft over the world’s deep water. 


Groups of Khahoris went to the Pab range. I ask you, 
traveler, where can I find those foragers? They 
have searched the mountains after spending the 
night in the wilderness. 


Why did you make no effort at all early this morning? 
The Khahoris left at dawn with their water 
pouches. How will you get plants from distant 
lands? 


The foragers search for the place that no one has 
heard of or been told about. Theascetics snatch 
their rest upon the stones. They search for true 
knowledge in the land where there are no limits. 
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تان ونٹن ويهي ET‏ اڳڻ کاهوژین جي 

جوش ڏنائون Eg‏ ي. SSI‏ لوکاء 
ڈوٹنِ کنهن 213 شمهي شک نه geile‏ 
ilab‏ ن “alle‏ جُون» 0 sl‏ 
تهان پوء ess‏ پریان ندي گالهزي 


جي کو DS‏ گري ته ڈونگڑ ڈون ذاکژو 
چَپْر کین «SS‏ شوکزیون شتن کي 


مُون کاهوژي Ls‏ گھرین نه گھارِینِ 
Joly‏ لڳ oly‏ و رویو 3% هارین 
گوندر گذارین, AF ó$ Još å>‏ ٿيا 


gija‏ گٹی: ساجُمڑ بدا شنیرا 


ڏوريندي ې دُونگرین» ڪيائون پان 3 
گن bs‏ هيء چیه oi à‏ چبرین 
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The adepts wander with their bodies covered with 
dust. They do not speak openly to the ignorant. 
They possess secret knowledge about my beloved. 


Go then into the courtyard of the Khahoris. Hidden 
from the world, they have filled their hearts with 
passion. Because of their pain, the foragers do not 
sleep and enjoy rest. 


The plants the foragers gather do not grow less. They 
bring signs of that world near to us. Afterward 
they speak of the beloved. 


Anyone who forages for plants finds it hard to search 
in the mountains. The rock gives no gifts to those 
who are asleep. 


I have seen the Khahoris who spend no time in houses. 
Attached to God the one, they weep and shed 
tears in the cold of the night. Ever since they have 
been engaged in foraging, they have endured 
sorrows. 


Fastening their bundles, the Khahoris left with 
them at dawn. Searching in the mountains, they 
have reduced themselves to dust. Making their 
bodies suffer, they have found their goal in the 
mountains. 
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ble کي نییان‎ ES گنهن‎ Lýs 


سا جُوء ڏوري LT‏ شونهان چټ مُنجَهن 
oS stead lead‏ تهان پراهین LS‏ جُون 


لِمندي نیئین» آن ڪي کاهوژي LIF‏ 


پیوجن پٌرو. گنجي ڈونگڑ گام جو 
چَڏي کیٹ گرو oo}‏ لاھوتی با 


Ge‏ جن رک گنجي 55595 گام ي 
واري سپ 595« لوي لاهُوتي ٹیا 


پيئي جين Gob‏ گنجي ڏونگر گام جي 
ole‏ سپ Gold‏ لوي لاهُوت تیا 
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They donottake strong animals to ride as they go on 12 
their distant way. The foragers proceed to the 
bushes in search of some special plant. The mark 
of the Khahoris is that the clothes they wear are 
all torn. 


Their faces are dried up, they wear old shoeson their 13 
feet. In their search they have reached a place 
where even guides are lost. These mysterious ones 
speak of the mysteries of that distant land. 


They carry dried-up water pouches under theirarms 14 
and wear rope sandals on their feet. Have you met 
any Khahoris with eyes streaming with tears? 


Those who got to know about the settlement on 15 
Mount Ganjo left their flourishing crops in their 
search for God.? 


Those who became aware of the settlement on Mount 6 
Ganjo closed up all their books in their desire for 
God. 


Those who caught the scent of the settlement on 7 


Mount Ganjo gave up all their clothing and 
became desirous of God. 
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گھڑو آٹیٹی AS‏ گنجي 398 گام م ۸ 
یی تنهن پاهق کي» آي نه آرام 

متان ڈونگڑ ذورئین enezi‏ حڅۀ عوام 

هرا ري کرام AIS‏ ته کاهوژي ئین 


۹ پیز نه کیان‎ Se ڈیھائی ناھ.‎ aged 
bist 65 کاهوژیان» وَر ڏيئي‎ A 


چټ نه FH‏ پیز ټټ Sao]‏ باهژٍي ۳ 
پیو پاریندو RS‏ کاهوژکيء BS‏ ري 

۳ oF وِجائی‎ Bl, په آت مہ‎ gl 
oil ېه آنتا ٹیو‎ oF آوء بصير‎ 

AE‏ أَذِبُون 659356 گنگن جن گهمن 

#315 فرمان جو اهي 5 پوژن 

لنگها ٿيا لامُوت oS‏ شتا پيا سکن 

oS‏ کاهوژينء اھ SI‏ پئی نه هي 
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What business have you with the settlement on 
Mount Ganjo? When you see that rock, you get 
no peace. Do not search in the mountains. Why 
wander in the world? To become a Khahori, give 
up everything and burn it. 


This place where there are no tracks of birds is out of 
this world. There the Khahoris wander, picking 
their food from the trees. 


Where there are no tracks of birds, there a bonfire? 
burns. Who else would light it besides a company 
of Khahoris? 


Those who have abandoned t he way of the world 
have come into trouble. They who possess true 
vision are blind as they cross the deserts. Blocking 
their ears, they wander as if dumb. The pain of 
the sentence of separation affects the deaf. They 
became renouncers for the sake of the divine, 
which they yearn for even when asleep. The 
Khahoris’ desire never leaves them. 
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ذيي ڏوري ڈُونگژین: وا وجائی OF‏ 
ڪُرندان ڪي پژوژیو رنڈ سي نه OBS)‏ 
os‏ داز دیون کیو پيرتِ تان نه oS‏ 
ڈوڑپریان لء ذار ڪيوء ویچارا وجمن 
خبر کاهوڙِيَنِ» آهي لک لامُوت جي 


ڪُپيريءَ ۾ پیژ گنهین BY‏ پیریین 
چیان Gand‏ ماڙهئينء مَجَق تیان ئي سیر 
GI‏ پُون ښندو Sy‏ کوژن منجهان کو لهي 


شونهب ۾ سپ گھٹاء مُنجهڻ Slo‏ هوء 
پٌرو تنهين eeo‏ جو أچهي gles,‏ تان 


ذوري دوري 43« ماء کاهوژي LI‏ 
مین پيرين áS‏ ُه ڄاڻان گنهن پار ي 


جهنگل هَلیا سي نه Bly LE‏ هلیا O98‏ 
50551 سي نه yi‏ بيبي جنین OATS‏ 


چهنگل آهیزین ي. bE‏ کیو ژوندو 


هَڏهين نه هُوندو اِنھان پوء Alle‏ ۾ 
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Those who lost their way look and search in the 
mountains. Learning from the lost path, they do 
not proceed along the right track. Abandoning 
both worlds, they do not ask about the correct 
route. The poor creatures throw dust on 
themselves for the sake of the beloved. The 
Khahoris possess some knowledge of the divine. 


Few travelers have set foot in this pathless wilderness. 
Wherever men wander lost is where the path to 
the beloved lies. Only one person in a million finds 
a trace of that country. 


In being guided there are many snakes; being lost 
is like honey. Awareness comes to the one who 
wanders away from them both. 


After traveling from land to land, mother, the 
Khahoris have come. How doI know where the 
dust on the feet of those heroes comes from? 


Those who traveled in the jungle were not lost, those 
who traveled on the road were not robbed. Those 
who quit both worlds did not find themselves lost. 


The jungle will cry out in tears to the hunters. It will 
get up and say: “There are no dogs or traps.” 
Afterward there will never be ajungle like it in the 
world. 
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55 سا شچي ویڑھ جنهن ۾ سَجَن ھیکڑو 
سو ماگ ئي yS‏ چتي کوز کماژهنین 


ڪاري oh‏ آچو ڏينهٰنء &l‏ صقتان ور 
چتي پرینء حصُوژ تي نگ نه زوپ کر 


ې 2f . E.‏ 2 وو .دو 
ڏونگرين ews‏ اج پن o)‏ انِ جُون 
دُوثتزا GS‏ ک» آراڙان Fl‏ 


آئؤن جيهاي IS‏ تن پا شجاٹج شپرین 
اوئیؤن ادیسئن جؤنء پریان ساري رات 


YA 


۳۹ 


۳۱ 


۳۲ 


جي بانهي کرنین باجه سین, ته گر oi‏ ذات 
تان ڪي ڈؤنگر ذوریان. جان نه وهامي رات 
Wine‏ عرض S ail‏ وهانيء hy‏ 

آدیؤن عبذ‌اللطیف چٍي. مُنهنجي مُحبَن سان مَصِلاتِ 
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How excellent is that deserted jungle, in which only 28 
the beloved dwells. Abandon the place where 
there are millions of evil men. 


The night is dark, the day is bright—these are the 29 
qualities of natural light. There is no color or form 
where the beloved is present. 


Even today the dust they raised as they passed 30 
through the mountains can still be seen. The 
foragers come for the wild grain that grows in the 
wilderness. Today the tents of the Khahoris are no 
longer here. 


True Khahoris are known only to the birds that seek 31 
them out and make their nests in their courtyards. 


Iam of low caste. Recognize yourself, beloved. 32V 
I spend the whole night filling the pots of those 
ascetics. 
If they graciously call me their slave girl, then I am 
fortunate. 
I will continue wandering in the mountains until it is 
dawn. 
I will make my supplication to God when day breaks. 
Sisters, Abdul Latif says, I communicate with the 
beloved. 
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wyw T° 
پیرین پرینء پنیج‎ ort = ڪري کانگ‎ 
سی وچ م وساریج‎ 
گاھائیج‎ sort چي.‎ Al له لگ‎ 
چنیج, ته کنیاتا خوش مُئین‎ ot چئان‎ 


ی 


اء | أڏامي کانگوا, پارانیان ټچار 
ويهي هت وصال جو تان کو تا تنوار 
ج gas‏ م lus‏ سي اُڏامي آن پرین 


وهلو وژ وَرِيا پرین آ۶ ڪانگا لنٹن لات 
by‏ جي قلات, سي أَڈامي OF‏ پرین 


کانگل سي ئي کوثِ, پرین Big‏ ویا 
جين رء GUS‏ و worl Ai‏ 
الله لڳ آطیف چني. کج گاراچو ون 

جي bed‏ گنهن asd‏ سي أڈاہ مي آڻ پرین 
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Performing humble obeisances, oh crow, fall at the 
beloved’s feet. On the way do not forget the 
message I am giving you. For God’s sake, says 
Latif, speak to him in secret. Repeat what I tell 
you, crow, and be happy. 


Fly to me, crow, and tell me his messages. Sit down 
here and say a little about our time together. 
Fly and bring me the beloved, even though he is 
physically far away. 


Sit on the branch and tell me his message, says Latif. 
Do not turn away from the excellent practice of 
your race." Fly and bring me the beloved, who is 
so brilliant in appearance. 


Come back quickly, crow, and proclaim “He has 
returned.” Even if he hasgoneto Kalat,? fly and 
bring me the beloved. 


Call the beloved, crow, even if he has gone to distant 
lands. Without having him in the world, my eyes 
have no more tears to shed. For God’s sake, says 
Latif, come to my village and celebrate. Even 
if the beloved has been hurt in some way and is 
angry, fly and bring him to me. 
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پرین جي پردیس و تن جي کانگا کج É‏ 
ته سپ مَڙهايان cone Gow‏ پک FERS‏ 
گهيي مَٿان کمن ڏج پارانبا پرينء S‏ 


sys‏ کانگا تو ڏيان» هنتون سان مَقَنِ 
وي کاء ولات ۾٬‏ اڳيان rt‏ 
پرین مان 1453 ته هن قُرِبانْ BAS‏ 


مَنَ مُرادون Ost‏ ٹِیون سَرَهائِيُون Bl‏ 
آندا پرین الله Lar‏ مُنھنجا ساب پیا 


کانگل تُدهنجي Bile‏ جڏو چ چیاریو 


مثان لان Ed‏ ڏيوء ہولئین سر ہیلانگ 
]53 متان قانگ, ته گهر Gil‏ شپرین 
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If the beloved is in a foreign land, give me news of 
him, oh crow. I will completely cover your wings 
with gold. Circle over his house, and give the 
beloved my messages. 


Oh crow, with my hands I will take out my heart and 
give it to you. Go tothe beloved’s country and 
consume it in his presence, so that he may ask who 
offered him this sacrifice. 


Oh crow from my beloved, come and give mea 
message of delight. Yousmellof spring and of 
pounds of musk and perfume. Circle high above 
the beloved’s courtyard. When I see you, Iam 
happy and am cleansed of suffering. 


Today the crow has brought me streams of happy 
messages from the beloved. My desires have been 
accomplished, and my being is filled with joy. God 
has brought my loved one to me, and my cries 
have been answered. 


Crow, your movements have revived my sick body. 
After treading on other branches, yousingupona 
double bough. Fly up from the branch, so that my 
beloved may come home. 
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کانگل نیئی کانگ» مُنهنجي دي مَحِبُوټ کي 
Ky KAR)‏ ڏينهڙاء گنهن سٽاڻ سانگ 
آوان )2 آڙانگ» ويني By9‏ وسائیان 


رء پریان پردیش و ورِھ G95‏ کي وس 
assi‏ پار ‘SF vn‏ ین گام نهارین گس 
ڏيندا پانٍي دس کينء جُون oÉ J]‏ 


زاغ تنھنچي DIS‏ جوء تورو مَئی مُون 
CHO G2 ERNA AN‏ سیئن دون 
ڪَج ويٽَيَيُون وتریُون ېاجهائج بَهُون 

ته EY‏ کون لَهُون. جهو تو جَهانَ چم 


ریت جو کانگڑو؛ متي نار ٽلي 

گثیو کنیاتو خَمرُون» کیژون 925 HS‏ 

لائی جنهن ole BY‏ شنهنجي بات ڀلي 

سو وژ چَشِمَنِ سان «JF‏ جو ذرباري دوس جو 


تن AST‏ اتان شک کلندي FN‏ 


viy‏ اوت وا 
ماڙهن لیک «SS‏ سامي شور ba‏ ڪيا 
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Crow, take my message to the beloved. “My darling, 
some strong reason has delayed you. Without you 
Iam hard pressed, and sit overcome by the pain of 


separation.” 


With the beloved absent abroad, the pain of 
separation has strengthened its grip on me. 
My eyes are turned toward the beloved and are 
watching the path that leads to the village, for 
travelers to bring me happy news. 


Crow, I am indebted to your race. Fly at dawn 
toward the beloved, says Abdul Latif. Utter 
many entreaties and implore him greatly, saying: 
“Beloved, we cannot find anyone like you in the 
world.” 


The beloved’s crow struts upon the bough. He has 
brought good news and smiles. He is the one who 
delivered my message to him. He is welcome 
to walk upon my eyes, for he is a member of my 
beloved’s court. 


The eyes that the beloved raises when he laughs give 
me joy. He banishes all sorrows when he smiles. 
People think it is hunger that makes ascetics thin, 
but it is actually the pains of love. 


487 


RISALO 


سامي چائیین شک طلبتین. سِکئین نه سامي 
آجا اورئین LY‏ 9 وینین وسامي 

گري ثُون نه گذئین» چائِيين oil‏ 

دازم «elas‏ پورو رهج پرینء سين 


پوڙپيا وري وياء GT‏ اَذِيء رات 
i‏ نه «os ome‏ پچاژون by‏ 


متي راه روان 43 پُوزب پُوریائون 
هي گهڙ گھوریائون: آگانییائون LET‏ 


پُورٌب پُورّب تب گزون, جب هنتزي اون 593 


سگندي ي سَجَثین» نگون لائون ور 
ماس تنهن شو ئن ساڄڻ شجي نه ملي 
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You call yourself a yogi but desire comfort; you have 16 
learned nothing. You sit down in exhaustion while 
still at the start of your journey. You have not 
come close to your guru but proclaim that you 
have been rewarded with his favor. You should 
unceasingly remain dedicated to the beloved. 


The yogis from the east shut down their camp and left 7 
in the middle of the night. At dawn I did not hear 
the cries of the sannyasis. Suchis the nature of 
yogis, who have no ties to those who suffer. 


They set out on their way and proceeded toward the 18 
east. They will give up these homes and settle in 
others that lie ahead. 


“Oh, the east, the east!” I cry, when my heart is filled 19 
with thoughts of them. As I long for the beloved, 
my eyes flood with tears. I am wounded by the 
pain of thinking that I will not hear of the beloved 
or meet him. 
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ily 
مندوم, م چچي سين جوگیین‎ Kas سائپن‎ 
-- جو هنگلاج ڈی, آدییژنِ اتوي‎ Gl 
2959 نيئي پؤرّب پار 58« ويراڳنِ‎ 
تکیو, سوي پُنڈ شندوم‎ E55 سوئی‎ 
سونهایوم‎ cholo هو جو تیزگ تکیو‎ 
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Lord, may my connection with the yogis not be 20V 
broken. 

The yogis told me to travel to Hinglaj. 

The ascetics took me to the land of the east. 

That is the goal of my pilgrimage, and my resting 
place; that is my journey. 

The masters have shown me my place of pilgrimage 
and my resting place. 
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۳۱ شر کارایل 
سو J‏ لنگمیائین» جتي SL‏ تکیان 
بگهن سین بان 38 اُڏاڻو کاس 


اکزیُون اوژاه He‏ ايو SS‏ تار 
UX‏ جي پاتار Bib‏ تنین جو هیرلون 


گنبي 5D‏ کان. SEY SHY‏ ۾ 


ايندي گج َر نهن شر مي هنجو 


هنجن سين هیکاز ي BF‏ ڪري نهارئین 
ېگمن سان aly len‏ نه ېټین ڪَڏهين 
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As it flew up, it uttered the cry Heis one.’ It passed 
through the fog where birds are tested. 


Parting company with the cranes, it flew up high in 
the sky. It flew toward the lake where its beloved 


dwells. 


With its eyes upon the ocean, it stands looking at the 
deep water. The wild goose is familiar with the 
pearls that lie in the depths. 


Will you not plunge into the depths for the pearls? 
Oh wild goose, what business do you have on the 


bank? 
Now it has come intothe presence of the lake and has 
become aware of what it contains. The bird has 


discovered treasure in its depths. 


The clear water has been churned up by the cranes. 
When the wild geese arrive, they die of shame. 


If you once take a care ful look at the wild geese, you 
will never associate with the cranes again. 
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جیهر لوگ جُھپ کریي؛ اوهير gals‏ 
پثُون جي پاتاز جاء چیتاریو ٹن 
سوه US‏ کي تن پاژهيزي په ڪَري 


bey‏ مور 575 هنج نه هیو هيڪڙو 
وَطَنْ یو ري» کون OBIS‏ جو 


سو ټکي سو پچرو سو سر سوئی هنج 
پيهي جان 1913955 مون پانهنجو PES‏ 


ڏيل جُنھن جو ڏنجھء سو ماري ٿو مَنچھ فري 


سَنھا یانء م سپ thy‏ واسینگن جا 
جنین جي جهوّپ. Gl‏ هنڌان ئي نه چُري 
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Fly here, oh wild goose, to the lake where they think of 
you, in case the hunters plan a trick to kill you. 


The roots of the lotus go down to the bottom, the bee 
flies around in the sky.? The divine provider has 
brought their affair to fruition. Praise be to that 
love which has brought the lovers together. 


The roots of the lotus go down to the bottom, the bee 
flies around in space. Their affair is a symbol of 
love. Theirthirst is not quenched, however much 
they each drink. 


While people sleep, the wild geese fly. They examine 
the jewels in the deep and choose them. What can 
the hunters with their tricks do to them? 


The peacocks are all dead; not one wild goose is left. 
This lake has now become the home of false birds. 


He is the bird, the cage, the lake, and the wild goose. 
When I looked within myself, I realized that the 
hunter whom the body fears? prowls about inside 


me. 


Do not think the cobra’s brood to be weak little 
snakes.* When they strike, even the elephant 
cannot move from where it is. 
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Sal‏ جن آریج ې آوء 5 وق گري 
ٿن جا ۵ نهن gE hee pók‏ نان نه تري 
جي آنهین سان آڙيء ته ES‏ جاء جَرِيءَ جي 


Gal‏ جن آریخ ېم تن چ وه جو 655 پیو 

یی سے و 
تنثان آهي پّرو» تن نانگن جو نهو 

So 38 5 جو ساشهون‎ racers 


gé‏ 2 گنهن ڪاريءَ ذات ي. مور به مَٽائِينِ 


جي 15 چکيا گري, ته وگ ورائی ذین 
ساٹ سَمورا نین» جي مَدین پانتي موٽيا 


هرین ڪاري نانگ چء کو be dee‏ ري 
هي GS 2b‏ ڏسائيوء ته ویجھو تان نه وّري 


529 #59 وڏو‎ come گاروڑٍیِن‎ AS 


نانگ نه ویندین SEN‏ تو ڈر G4‏ پیز 
هي تنین جو دیڑ جن جُھوناگگڑھ جلائیو 
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The snakes that dwell in the desert possess a deadly 
poison. Their faces are like angels, but their bite 
never fails. If you brush by them, you do not have 
the slightest chance. 


The snakes that dwell in the desert possess a special 
kind of poison. Even a thorn touched by their 
venom has a deadly effect. Snakes of that kind are 
well known in every country. Who would care to 
battle with them? 


Even peacocks turn away fromsome kinds of cobra. 
If by cunning the snakes do manage to bite them, 
the peacocks all retreat. They withdraw all their 
companies, thinking the snakes deadly. 


Only a fool provokes a cobra. No one who gets bitten 
by them comes back for more. Either they die on 
the spot or they pine for recovery. 


Oh snake, you have made great enemies of the snake- 
charming yogis. Oh serpent, you will not escape, 
you have entered great danger. This is the abode 
of those who set fire to Junagarh.5 
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وائی 
لک سیئن لو پتو ڪؤڙي ران کؤڑو SE‏ 
آنیو چئن لامین چڙهين گریوو کارایل كُیّکو 
ڪ تو نین نه شو Sigh‏ جو مَيڪو 
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It is for just a little while, this flattery. 20V 
The game is false, and false is the display. 

You climb upon the branch and twitter, foolish bird. 

Have you not heard how the eagle pounces? 
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آگویو آهيء له پش لَطِيف چني 

GIS §3 gue (9532 35 ولو مینهن‎ 
Plis joi پئو‎ 25 SS BS 

وهو م PY‏ « آسرو ail‏ مان 


آگم گیا al‏ لڳ ېل لطیف چئي 
پر جي پالوت سین, Wet oh‏ پا 
واحد وَدائي LES‏ مي گسن BY‏ 
سانگئن bys‏ سا OT oH‏ آگونیرو 


ST‏ اي نه آنگ٬‏ جهڙو پَسَنْ پرینء جو 
سین رء سيد چئی, ژوځ نه رُچَنِ زنگ 
سَهسين ٿيا سازنگ, جاني آيو څوء ۾ 


جانی آيو جوءِ پب ڈیو قلب 518 
وهلو وچائین ویو ڪَري غم گذاژ 
نظارو نرواژ بي پسایو پانهنجو 


و X a‏ 0 
اڄ پڻ اتو پار ڏيء تاژي ڪي تنواز 
هاربن هر alia‏ سَرَها ٿيا سَنگهارَ 
اج پن مُنهنجي Sb‏ وَسَنَ جا ویس ڪيا 
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The sky is overcast, says Latif, look at the clouds. 
Heavy drops of rain are falling; drive your 
livestock outside. Leave the lowlands for higher 
ground, taking your things with you. Do not 
abandon your trust in God. 


God has covered the sky, says Latif, look at the clouds. 
The downpour has filled the plains with freshness. 
God who is one has increased the growth of the 
grass on the paths. Fresh spirit fills the herdsmen 
as the water rains down to remove their sorrows. 


The overcast sky is not as beautiful as a sight of the 
beloved. Without the beloved, says Shah, this 
spectacle gives no pleasure to the soul. Once my 
beloved comes to my pasture ground, it is as if 
thousands of rainy seasons were there. 


Once my beloved comes to my pasture ground, my 
heart is filled with peace. Sorrows quickly leave 
us. The beloved has let us see him plainly. 


Today the rain bird’ utters its cry toward the north. 
The peasants prepare their plows, the herdsmen 
are happy. Today my beloved hastaken on the 
form of the rain. 
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sel‏ يئ أمیدُون؛ ام شندیون 2 مھ 
ساون bse costes oe‏ ساریو: مُون 


T‏ تؤنء من Supe‏ مينهن چي 


آتران ئي oti‏ ڪَري JE‏ هوء 
پٌري تل ترائیون جوژي ھَلِیُون جُوء 
gud‏ چا پنن ۱ هم چه گٿوريءَ خوشبُوء 


آي ژوبژوی ییون روضي تان رَشول ي 
د پسایو پانهنجوء نظارو نا DIF‏ 
لو p Lé‏ تان» ئي E59‏ واه 


ORB Gm y أمیڈون ارواځء‎ 


وَسَن coke osl‏ جي هوند سکیین مینهّن 
ته هون راتو yd‏ بس پُونینئون نه رین 
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Today clouds hang in the north like long black hair. To 
signal the rain, flashes of lightning have come like 
brides dressed in scarlet clothes.? My beloved is 


far away, but the rain has brought me close to him. 


Today I hope for clouds in the sky. Friends, when I 
see the rainy season I think of my beloved. Iam 
hopeful that the rains may soak the earth. All I 
want is to have you in the house throughout this 


season. 


The rains have swept down witha great noise from the 
north. The ponds and low-lying ground are filled 
with water, forming streams that flow. Behold 
the musklike perfume in the plains. These are the 
same rains that fall on the Prophet’s holy tomb.? 


Suddenly the beloved has let us see him. The rust has 
been wiped from my heart, which is filled with joy. 
All my heart’s desires have been fulfilled since I 


saw my beloved. 
Oh rain, if you learn to pour like my eyes, perhaps you 


will not stop shedding your drops throughout the 
days and nights. 
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گام گنديءَ گنج ]55 ې أهاء یو 


اي پر پرن ېچ ڈور ٿيا شب دنچ 
شال وسندو Gale Bis‏ تي اوهیزا ڪَري 


آگن تازي بَهر کندیُون پکا 25 odin‏ 
شرهي سيچ پاسي پرین: مَژ پیا مینن ون 
آسان ۽ cody‏ شال ob‏ پراتر ڈینھڑا 


ol د تر وَاء وَلبُون‎ U5 

ھ جو ot‏ تيء گن ولوڑا وایُون 

گر پرین Mi‏ سَنگُهارِيون ساون 
ساري ops‏ سامُھیون: ہولائون رانٹون 
بانهیون ۽ باون G‏ شنهّن پانهنجي 


ئا 


َر U5‏ تر U5‏ ولو جيټژمير 

Gi DL گري نیون‎ 251 

لائائون آطیف glg “SF‏ متان ویر 

مرها گیائون سیر سَرَهيُون سَنگهارپُون O93‏ 
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There are rich stores inthe village granaries, lightning 1 
flashes in the clouds. All pains are dispelled on 
seeing howthe beloved behaves. May the rains 
pour cascades upon the lover in the evening. 


There are Arab horses inthe courtyard, outside there 12 
are buffaloes with twisted horns. On the open 
ground the huts look good. The bed is perfumed, 
my beloved is at my side, and how sweetly the rain 
falls. May the days always be like this for me and 
my beloved. 


It has rained in the plainsand deserts, it has rained 13 
on the lower ground. At dawn the sound of 
thechurning sticks is heard on the plains. The 
prosperous farmers’ wives rejoice, and their 
hands are full of butter. They milk the happy 
buffaloes that stand before them. Both maids and 
mistresses look happy in their huts. 


It has rained in the plains and deserts, it has rained 14 
in Jaisalmer.“ The sky is overcast and the rains 
have come to the desert. Women left on their own 
have lost their worries, says Latif. The paths have 
been made fragrant, and the herdsmen’s wives are 


happy. 
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A Ef و ہہ آرزان‎ OY ES Sb 
نل وسائیج؛ ته سَنگهارَن شک‎ 


سازنگ «gy slo S‏ مارهُو مرگه مینهیُون 
ژبون BE asl sf‏ تنوارین 
سپُون جي Ligh‏ چپ تئین سج نهارین 
3 پیارینِء ته هنگھاژنِ شک E‏ 


سازنگ SF Éw glo‏ لال لاک ي 


۰ پرسیو پاسي Ly‏ پریائین BS‏ راز جا 


پري پک تی آئیو سانگ شهج مَنجهان 
پھ x LIE.‏ ء٤‏ ھ۶ at‏ 

ES Us S‏ هار coke‏ وچون اتر واء 
شرها سَبزا ٿياء Wo Galo‏ گیا 
پهري Hla‏ ټَريائين BS‏ ڪراڙ جا 
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It has rained in the plains and the deserts, ithasrained 15 
toward Kachchh.5 See how the level ground is 
covered with streams at dusk. God who forgives 
faults has removed troubles from the land. 


Oh rain, for God’s sake have a thought for those 16 
who thirst. Make the waters on the level ground 
abundant, and make the price of grain cheap. Fill 
the land with rain, so that the herdsmen may be 


happy. 


The rain is remembered by men, by deer, and by 17 
buffaloes. The ducks are sustained by the clouds 
and rain birds sing their songs. The shells in 
the sea wait for it every day. Give the herdsmen 
rainwater to drink so that they may be happy. 


The rains are marked by lines® like the redness of lac. 18 
The clouds are marked by patterns like those 
printed ona shawl. It has rained over Bhit and 
filled the pools of Kirar.” 


The rains have tilled the sky and have come rejoicing 19 
to Bhit. The north wind brings flowerlike flashes 
of lightning. The greenery is fragrant, and grass 
is piled in heaps. Spread all over the level ground, 
the water has filled the pools of Kirar. 
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پریائین 6S‏ کراژ جاء نو واریاسو 
کثيتيء کنون ڪَيوء چکو چؤماسو 
ماڪاڻءَ تان موئیو, ڈیئی بت پاسو 


هذاکنیان هَليوء 55 ترایون تل 
آندائین as Jel of‏ باغ بهار ی 

I‏ رسيلا نگ باڌل OS) LoS‏ سين 
سار سازنگیُون شرنداء وَجائی 35 چنګ 
ضراحیون سازنگ Gt‏ رات FANG‏ 
مینهان ۽ نینهان. SSP SB‏ 


جي وَسَیّ جا ویس گري, ته 5S‏ گن کیهان 
ISL‏ تی بیهان» جي آگم si‏ جا oné‏ 
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It has filled the pools of Kirar and rained upon the 20 
Variyasu® desert. It has come with the lightning 
to create a lovely season. Coming from Makani, 
it has rained upon Mount Pab. The creator has 
caused fresh grass to grow in abundance on the 
edge of the rivers and the hills. 


The rains have made the fresh grass grow on the edge 21 
of the hills and have made the flowers grow beside 
the Garang channel. Proceeding from Hadakut, 
the rain has filled the lowlands. The water 
overflows and everything grows flourishingly. 


Today the peaks of the clouds have put forth 22 
wonderful colors. At night the desertis filled with 
the sound of fiddles, lutes, and other instruments. 
The rainy season has poured buckets of water 
over Padham lake. 


The rains are synonymous with love.? If the rainy 23 
season puts on the appearance of raining, the 
clouds cry out. I will become like the cloud if you 
show you are intending to come. 
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وارت ون تن» آې شال اولو: گري 


شٹیو jj‏ رَعِدَ جي» کلیُون RS O93‏ 
کلیُون کین VRS‏ ویچاریُون وَرَنِ ري 


هنډوا خبرت ۾ پياء لاي ڪي A‏ 
لوچَنِ ٿا طیف چني Bad‏ لء پرتن 
یسر قریتن. شنباهي سان کنیا 


منت ئي Jis‏ مَنبٍیاء ڪي اوهیون اوگ 
چاچٍر ثي Fé‏ 4 مینهیُون 93% موگ 
سرهیون ٽون «sh loo‏ 9193 پائِنِ Sab‏ 
میها چپڑ ڈنگٹونء چټ GB‏ مَييني توگ 
لاهئين مَٿان Zoo)‏ ڈولائی جا baus‏ 
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They cry out thinking of their husbands, and they 
weep when they see the clouds. May the huts 
the widows built without their husbands not 
get soaked. Ifthe north wind blows them down, 
to whom can they cry out? May their husbands 
return to protect them. 


They cry out thinking oftheir husbands, and they sob 
when they see the clouds. Their hearts tremble 
when they hear the roar of the thunder. Helpless 
without the ir husbands, they are struck dumb. 


Elephants learn the ir graceful gait!° from the 
movement of the clouds. The scarlet ladybugs are 
astonished when they see the redness of his lips." 
The flashes of lightning laugh, glittering like the 
full moon. Everyone is longing to see the beloved, 
says Latif. He has gathered saffron” and taken it 
away with him. 


The season of the rains has come, and the musical 
gathering is assembled. The rains are pouring 
down. Grass is growing in lowlands, where many 
buffaloes graze. The herdsmen’s wives happily 
weave themselves garlands. The plants and 
veget ation grow abundantly. May you remove 
days of sorrow from the world. 
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اگم ڪيو آچن. مج سانوق مِینھن چتن 
پاسي تن وَسَنِ» جي سب جماندژ سکیا 
Geol‏ گهري آجکو جهوپو شهي نه يئ 
شڻائج 55% oS‏ حال مُنهنجو هي 


ble‏ تنهنجي BY‏ ري» سيءَ مران سپ رات 
کاول ڪَپاهُنِ ې جمپ نه gl‏ جھاتِ 
آچین 2 by‏ ته آتُون ئ نه سارِیان 


ERs‏ سانون مینهّن pated he‏ پاسي جهوک 


ڏيندا oS Gl db‏ مَنجھان مینهّن موگ 
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May God bring you to me, my dear beloved. My life 
is given to thinking of you; in longing it heaves 
sighs. 


Like the rains of Savan,}3 my beloved comes in the 
form of clouds. He dwells near those who have 
spent their whole life longing for him. 


I need protection and covering, but my hut cannot 
keep out the cold. Tell my fine husband what a 
state I am in. Cometo my courtyard, beloved, so 
that I may feel better. 


I seek your protection, husband, for I die of cold in the 
evening. Oh perfect one, I shiver from the cold in 
my cotton covering. I endure in the hope that my 
husband will return at dawn. 


I seek your protection, husband, for I die of cold all 
night. Oh perfect one, Idonot sleep a wink in my 
cotton covering. If you are back by dawn I will not 
think of the cold. 


With the coming of the rains, the beloved thunders 
near Jhok.!* The abundant rain he brings covers 
the plains with colorful grass. Raining from his 
eyes, he gives people pure water todrink. 
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واهُندان وچُون ثِيُون» UAS‏ ڏنهن گنیات 
oué‏ کاھی کس گریو وَچُون ریو وات 
شنگهارن شک یو لي El‏ آسات 


a 
2 


جُمژ ڦڙ ڈیئی جهات. پُسائیندیون ORY‏ 


ay صاف نه اپري» شرلی وچان‎ gza 
وڈاثون وچ‎ GS eS مُنهُن چوهیو ماژهن‎ 
شپرین‎ dle م کج سگها‎ ES هنئوا‎ 


ي پت osiy og‏ یا ولهازن G9‏ 


D5 
نه پاڑیانء سيگن جي شییة‎ LS سځ‎ 
ج‎ 


Gd YS‏ پٽ پیئیون» وِجُڼ ڪيا درم 
P‏ £ اسا 2 ص 
سَنگهارَنِ dh‏ رک مُنهنجا شپرین 
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The west wind brings flashes of lightning from the 
direction of Khambhat.'5 He drives the buffaloes 
with twisted horns on their path and sets the 
calves upon their way. The herdsmen are happy, 
their thirst and the heat are removed. The sudden 
rain will soak the plains. 


The sun does not shine bright and clear through the 
clouds. The lightning reveals itself and brings 
glad tidings to the people. Do not be downcast, oh 
heart, the beloved will soon be with you. 


The lightning descended on the Dhat desert and made 
the plains green. The sun and moonare not to be 
compared with his face. The beloved who dwells 


in my heart has entered my home. 


The lightning descended on the Dhat desert and was 
bountiful. God showed the buffaloes abundant 
favor. Oh my beloved, guard the honor of the 
herdsmen. 
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موئی ماندِإن g‏ واري ڪَيائِين وار YA‏ 
وجُون وشن Ost]‏ چُودْس ۽ چوذارِ 

ڪي J]‏ ویئٹون Jondal‏ 058 ڪي مَنِيُون مَغربَ پار 

ڪي چون چین I‏ ڪي لَہَنِ ممرقندین سا 

NSS کي‎ JS روم تي» ڪي‎ Ost VIS 

ڪي 5هليء ڪي دگن. ڪي OS‏ متي SUS‏ 

ES play US تان»‎ oltre گنهین جني‎ 

گنهین sol ol‏ کوٹ تان. وّسایا ولهارَ 

سانقعم شدائین گرین, مهي سنا شکاز 

دوس Le‏ دلداز» ASle‏ سپ آباد گرین 


موئی مانڊاڻ oz‏ جُڑي ڪيائِين جوز ۳ 
وجُون وَسَیّ آئِيُونء ته ته SII‏ بوژ 

595 لکین یا‎ ug alle جا‎ oil 

سازنگ GY‏ سوڑھ؛ سانڈھ شھائو یو 
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The cloudy skies have returned and have once again 
made it rain. All around and in every direction’® 
storms of lightning have come to announce the 
rain. Some have arisen and gone to Istanbul, 
some have proceeded to the west. Some flash 
over China, some take care of Samarkand. Some 
have wandered to Rum, some to Kabul, some to 
Kandahar. Some go to Delhi, some to the Deccan, 
some thunder over Girnar. Some have busied 
themselves over Jaisalmer, some have rained over 
Bikaner. Some have drenched Bhuj, some have 
descended on the Dhat desert. Some have passed 
over Umarkot and have made the ground green. 
Oh my God, make Sindh flourish forever. Dear 
friend and sweet beloved, make the whole world 
prosperous. 


Once again the rainy season has been prepared. 
Lightning storms have cometo rain and cause 
most wonderful floods. There is an abundance of 
grain in the world. The rains have removed want, 
and the land is filled with prosperity. 
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5 ته سازنگ سات ڪَجَنِ‎ oS Jib ٹیو‎ seas 
مِینھن يِمَنِ‎ BH آِیُون»‎ Garg وجُون‎ 
ots EB میزیو سي تا‎ i} جن من قهانگو‎ 
تن تا وَرِق وَرَنِ‎ lS پنجن مَنجھان پندرهن‎ 
مَرَنِ‎ Cats ذیه 4 مناء شال مُوذي‎ Lies 


وَرِي 555 وَس جُون» ڪون ORE‏ گنوازن 
dhs‏ چوي شپن» آھ توھ تنهنجي آسرو 


آنڌ ر bed‏ جُهور وهي. هر jE‏ نه کوء 3 
وسائیندي وِجُژي. CS‏ جنين کي هوء 
UY‏ جنین لوءِء تن اوکائین نه ORT‏ 


آگوچي آئٹون, [تران ري )9 er‏ 

جي پرین > ڈور سي مُون کي مِینھّن میڑیا 
وائی ey‏ 

Vs guó آئون گهنبا‎ idle مُنڌَ‎ J 

Sng‏ جا وی گیا اج مُنھنجي يار 

لار لایيندي وَڇُڙاء Sy‏ ټنيا وار 

TS‏ پرین "ون لَه مُنهنجي iza‏ سار 
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The cloud was commanded to prepare the season 40 
of the rains. Lightning storms have come to 
make the rain pour down. Those who hoarded 
to make food dear are now wringing their hands. 
As they turned the pages of their books, five 
would become fifteen.?7 May all hoarders and all 
oppressors perish. The farmers have again spoken 
of plentiful rain. Everyone is supported by your 
favor, says Shah. 


The clouds gather in the heart, even though there 41 
‘is no cloud outside. The lightning brings rain to 
those who are filled with love. The eyes of those 
who have the beloved in their homes are never 


dry. 


The clouds have flown from the north and come to 42 
rain. The rains have brought my once distant 
beloved close to me. 


The season of the rains has come, and I will put on 43V 
scarlet clothes. 

Today my beloved has appeared as the rains. 

As the young woman hangs on the buffalo calves, her 
lovely hair is soaked. 

Come to my hut, beloved, and take notice of me, says 
Shah. 
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گُوندَرَ گیو 55 ماء مُنهنجو چنڈڑو 
oss‏ مرگ متي ÁIN Sa‏ 


۳ 
7 ےط 


نکر ؟ دیاس صحت ap‏ سچٹین 
مار ماریاس» قوژائي پرینء يڀ 


‘ty 


jigs‏ هت نه پیز ورۀ مَنچھینِ وَمَثو 
ڪڙھ ۾ قطاژون ڪَريء شون لايا سیر 
مُون 21ھ ڪي هيڪلي رء مجنین 


ڳر ې gard‏ روغ پذر وجه 4 پرینء ري 
شوژنِ شپّڑ هو NB‏ کم کن جٹن 


Ae وک‎ dol نه مجو ڏينهنء هنتژو‎ elo 
کازن نه کیو‎ BH مُون پریان سين نینهن»‎ 
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Mother, my heart is drowned in suffering. Those who 
are in pain find honor in traveling along the path. 


I am plunged into suffering. My beloved has taken 
away my well-being. Mother, I have been slain by 
separation fromtheonel love. 


Su ffering has no hands or feet, the pain of love 
operates internally. Pains line up to make their 
way inside the body. Who like me can endure a 
lonely life without the beloved? 


Vegetation sprouts afresh in low-lying ground after it 
has rained. In the same way, suffering proliferates 
when the beloved is absent. 


Open your heart to those who know its secrets, do not 
reveal them by weeping. Endure your sorrows 
until you find someone who can remove them. 


Weep in secret, do not reveal your pain while you 
are apart from the beloved. Be strong in your 
sufferings like the edges of the lotus leaves. 


Like a herd of camels, my heart does not stay still for 


a single day. Nothing can break the love between 
me and my beloved. 
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پل ټل ۾ لیانس؛ پل نه رهي پِرِينء ري 

چتن جهوريء کان جهلیانس» چهچيو GE‏ جهوريء 595 
GI‏ مُنهنجي چت ۾٬ Ul‏ پرین آپاز 

]2 سجن J‏ سار ور PRI‏ آهیان 


مُون مَنجهيئي مینهن» ڪوھ گریندیّس گگرین 
gh‏ سارو ڈینشن: شون پربان جو نه نہیں 


جه سي شنیر جَنِ» ia‏ تنین سين آوریان 
لو لبو هيب 55 ون ofl5‏ جگن 


PIS نه چث. ویٹین واڳيو‎ PIR 
هنتزو وات ورک جان‎ Ès Loe ۳ 


چوري چوري hee‏ جان نئینء وهاڻءَ نکران 
نینهن گھرائی نت » پریان سندي پیر م 
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I restrain my heart at every moment, but it cannot 
exist for a moment without him. The more I stop 
it sorrowing, the more it is plunged into grief. 


I have clouds inside my head, and my eyes do not 
clear. Today the beloved has caused a deluge 
within my heart. Come, my love, and take notice 
of me. Iam overwhelmed by the pain of being 
apart. 


What shall I do with clouds? It is inside methat it 
rains. The overcast sky created by my beloved 
does not clear all day long. 


When my belovedcomes to mind, I disclose my secret 
love to him. All over my body my veins sound like 
the strings of arebab. 


My mind does not stay happy, nor is it restrained by 
reproaches. My heart is always covered with dust 
like a tree beside the road. 


I rouse my heart when I emerge at dawn. Love always 
calls it back to the beloved’s path. 


When I recall him, he comes to mind. When I forget 


him, he is forgotten. He makes me hurt all the 
time, like a broken bone. 
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چيتاري چونییاس» OAS‏ شپوئي مجئین 
جه hlas‏ ٿياس» ته سب 555 وسري 


Bea‏ سان نه پیت, کېڅھ ڳرهيان ڪن سین 
الهیون آنهيء ریت. سلا SAF‏ موریُون 


Ulf‏ پیت وَرَنِ پب 555 55 تیژن 
پر سين مُون نه ڪَيُون» گوشي پرین نه LIS‏ 
جي من مڅوني» سي KS‏ 055 وبري 


مُون تن تیتریُون ته AS‏ ملبو مَجئین 


هنگٌژو پریان دار نبیریانس نه نيري 


Fis‏ يئ cons‏ نه مُون 35 نه گرو 


نه مُون کانڈ نه قوث کي BS or‏ ویو 
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I will think of everything the beloved has done, to tell 
him about it. When he comes before me, I will 
forget it all. 


If I do not get to be with my beloved, who else should 
I tell my secret to? My thoughts keep growing like 
the grass upon a riverbank. 


My thoughts have grown into a tree inside me. I did 
not tell them to anyone else, and I could not be 
alone with my beloved. 


My beloved is many-colored, like a blouse made of 
silk. He drives my mind mad; how can I forget 


him? 


Like the eddies in the water created by the blade of an 
oar, my whole being is filled with thoughts of how 
I can meet him. 


Like the water from a Persian wheel that comes out 
mixed with sand, I cannot separate my heart from 


my beloved however hard I try. 


The cold is fierce, and I have no quilt or shelter. I 
have no partner and no sustenance; my youth has 
wasted away. What is the state of those whose 
huts have no support?? 
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5 پچ Py re, re Peer‏ 
اتواوتون دي نه مُون 35% نه یرو 
یئ سارینديُون سي جثین SAG‏ نخهرا 


J 5]‏ اوت. نه مُون سَوَژ نه FS‏ 

چاڑئی چُنيء پوت, مُون ريژهيندي رات گئی 
نینهّن نهائينءَ جان, ډَحکيو وه نه ڍڪئين 
جر چيري 535 ته ڪئن IES‏ تانء 

شندي ohy‏ ڪَن ڪريجا گالهزي 


نینهن نهائینء Bo gS OF‏ نه ESS‏ 
مو ھجت جس 


سَوي سارو ڏينهُن» بَهرٍ پاف نه ِڪري 


نيع ِھائین جان» شتي لوگ کیان 
اجهامیو ټران» توي ساریو شپرین 


ڪي جو گنیازن» Ego‏ پائی منيو 7 


تنهن مان و SB Ho ie‏ 
هي تان Jagd‏ 5 مون» هڼ آگن اوراتو ژمي 
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The north wind blows hard, and I have no quilt or 
covering. How will those whose huts have no 
support cope with the cold? 


The north wind blows in blasts, and I have no quilt or 
covering. I have spent the whole night trying to 
tuck the four edges of my shawl around me. 


Why do you not cover your love like a kiln filled with 
pots? If the flame escapes, how will the pots be 
fired? Pay close attention to what the potters do. 


Why do you not cover your love like a kiln filled with 
pots? If the flame escapes, how will the pots be 
fired? Act in the same way as the potters. 


Learn love from the kiln. It burns all day long but 
gives out no steam. 


When people are asleep, I close my eyes like the kiln. I 
am extinguished, but then I burn when I think of 


you, beloved. 


The wretches would die if they knew the least bit 
about what the potters kneaded with the clay. 
There would be mourning in this courtyard. 
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۹ ٤ 
z ي‎ 

SF داتا جي در تيء لنگها لاهي‎ dy 

اوڏايان اوڈو گهثو گھڑا ڪرئين Ía‏ 

اکن کي اوڏو Py‏ گندا ڪَري SF‏ ۱ 

گهزا JS‏ جَڏوئيينء جود مَهندان JS‏ 

آڳيان عجیتن جي اَمُکا )55 Ís‏ 

237 يائين آپیو هوه جا گجي منجهان SS‏ 

آولءَ ۾ عبڈاللطيف چيء baa‏ ذیندو ما 
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Donot remove the support of the one who shows 29V 
favor to the ignorant. 

Beggar, sit at the door of the giver and lay down your 
burden. 

He is nearer than near, so why utter these appeals? 

He sits beside the dirty, he cleans out the foul. 

What do faults in the imperfect matter before his 
generosity, you fool? 

What is the point of making a raftwhen he is there? 

From the time of Adam he has created everyone out 
of clay. 

In our difficulties, Ali says, the beloved answers our 
call. 
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3 کی 
۳۶ سر بروو سندي 
Sle‏ وجیو چو؛ ٻيلي OY OS‏ جو 
bs‏ کنجگ ڪريم چ, SS‏ جو واي جو 
سؤکو هوندو سو جنهن جو عشق AY‏ سين 


چن ڪا MS‏ ڪانهنء Gard‏ لاتیون SE‏ 
gl‏ بی “Seal‏ درد د پریان ې دانین 
ویج sss‏ ڪه بانهن» شوزهنئین ó‏ ساشهان 


bs‏ ڏونة چأن. یر کر É Bark‏ دي 


لی جو لَطِيف چي. نکو قال نه قبل 
لِکئی لامُون 3595« نيڻين وهي 53 
lie‏ ی شیژ ڪاله قریتن Ü‏ 


جن opine‏ ڪَنڍِيءَ پُور تن دوست وراکو Jo‏ سين 
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Why did you go and become the slave of others? Take 
hold of the merciful lord of the world. He whose 
love is for God will be happy. 


Just as the reed lets out melodious cries when it is 
being cut,! so do I lament the sudden pain I feel 
for my beloved. Doctor, why do you brand my 
arm, when it is my heart that feels the pain? 


Like an elephant humbly touching the ground with its 
trunk, I use my head to move toward my beloved. 
In this way, says Latif, my body is joined to him, 
and I achieve closeness to him. 


A lover’s state cannot be described in words, says 
Latif. Fate so arranged things that my eyes shed 
floods of tears. Yesterday the beloved departed, 
but still be patient, oh heart. 


Some beloveds are near but far, some are far but 
near. Some are never remembered, some are 
completely unforgotten. The beloved curls 
around my heart like the twists in a buffalo’s horn. 
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ڪوٺي ڪُٺائونء Tl‏ پڻ اگڑیٔن سین 
ماس وراهي OPLIS JS Ló‏ 
ALIA SILI 5.51555‏ ائین ot‏ 
52 ماریائون» IS‏ گھاڑیو مجئین 


ماژهُو گهرن مال آئون سپ ڏينهن گهران شپرین 
نیا تنهن دوست تان» ob = las‏ 3 الحال 
یس نام نهال bj‏ تان پري یو 


حدٌهن طاقِيُون ذِينڼ» ڪَڏهن oF‏ دَر دوستن جا 
حَدٌهن آچان آچڻ نه old‏ ڪَڏهن کولیو نین 
ڪَڏهن سڪان Ía‏ ي oró‏ گُجھانڈر گرهین 
آھڑائی آهین. Colo‏ مُنھنجا شپرین 


ضورّت گھٹو شھٹاء D yiia BU‏ 
ريلو JS‏ ژوحء جو MWS‏ سو كامي مَري 


Gile‏ ون جیڈو؛ آهین شانَ شَعُورَ سين 


مُون تي گر مُنهنجا پرین. oe DS‏ تيڏو 
él‏ کامل کم gh‏ چئن توازینم DIG‏ سین 
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Today the beloved called me and slaughtered me 
with his eyes. He shared out my flesh and left the 
skeleton. Saying, Take counsel with the truth and 
take counsel with patience,” he killed me, who was 
already dead. The beloved laughed and left me 
wounded. 


Men ask for wealth; I ask for the beloved all the time. 
For him I would immediately sacrifice the whole 
world. Just his name makes me happy, seeing him 
is stilla long way off. 


Sometimes the beloved closes his doors, sometimes 
they are left open. Sometimes I come and do not 
manage to enter, sometimes he invites me in. 
Sometimes I long for his call, sometimes he shares 
his secrets with me. This is what my beloved lord 
is like. 


Though very handsome in appearance, their behavior 
is like the bitter apple. Anyone who is attracted 
to themis consumed and dies. 


Beloved, you are glorious and understanding. Be 
gracious to me in equal measure, my dearest. You 
are perfect, so how great a taskis it for you to 
favor me with your glance? 
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جانټ yl‏ نه جگاء جين ماريو موئیو نه پُچین 
ري رٹ نه سِنجريء سڪ نهنجي ساء 


جهن پٌوي ied «dh‏ ضخبت gimi‏ ي 
قَرِیاڈون قریاد» ناگة و oF‏ نگیو 


گرو منجه گوي چیئن لهاز لپيٽيو 
مُنهنجو چئ جَژي. شپیریان سوگهو سيو 


ناژ منجهاران 5,35« OPIS‏ پرین گري ٿو پُنڈ 
پُون پٹ بسم الله Bly de‏ چُمي ‏ رنڈ 

آیئون کی OSI‏ سین, خوژون Lib EAS‏ 
سائِينءَ جو سوگندء ساڄڻ luda‏ شهثو 


فانی نی فاني ڈنیا 25 نه هيڪڙو 


لتي لو A‏ سین» جوژیندء BE‏ 
ڪوڏر ۶ jl‏ اهي سر مَیَگکنهین 
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Beloved, desire for you fills my heart. Take the knife 
and cut my limbs, do not stand on ceremony. I 
will think it a favor on your part if you look at me 


straight. 


Beloved, it is not right for you to kill me, then not 
return to ask how I am. All the blood in my body 
has frozen because ofmy ecstatic love for you. 
It is to you that we have secretly offered acts of 


worship. 


When I remember being with the beloved, I suddenly 
utter cry upon cry. 


Just as the blacksmith fixes links within links to form 
a chain, so does my heart firmly fix its connection 
with the beloved. 


When the beloved emerges in his grace and walks 
along, the very earth says bismillah“ and kisses the 
path on which he goes. The houris stand in great 
respect in a place of wonder. I swear by God that 
the belovedis more beautiful than everything. 


Oh, the world is passing, passing, and never the same 
for a moment. My dear, they will kick up the dust 
with their feet to make your grave. The spade and 
the measuring stick are waiting for everyone. 
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جا پر سَوْنتيء Kis‏ . سا پر شون سان KI‏ 


èl‏ پڻ 3 جوڙء دوست پيهي در آئیو 
is‏ اي ڈگن ي. JS AES‏ موز 
جا پر ESS‏ کو سا پر شوزن سان ٽي 


So 6 ذات: جو مانجهي مُنجھائی‎ sjel Gis 
ڏينهان ڏورَڻ ڈونگرین روئڻ سَجیائی رات‎ 
FAIRS Glee ئي ويي تاتِء‎ 


یاژ سڏائي gare‏ جانی dbj‏ 
اهي آسانیء 4S‏ پئي ئي گل پوي 


آدمین «Jord!‏ مَثائي مالو گیو 

Gale Eghjle شندو‎ «gent هان کائی‎ 

Ho‏ هن LIS‏ ب 35 هندو واش 

Cs &‏ لوگ «Gol‏ کو Jean‏ ہُوندو هيڪڙو 


3254 گڏياشون سپرینء چتري جانی يار 
قرارَ 


وت 5 . کوڑین یا $ 
ٹيم گر م2 ذار پاژو تن ob‏ کان 
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Today my limbs were stamped by my beloved’s hand. 
The pains of separation treat me like the stone 
flail that beats the corn. 


Today my fortune favored me: the beloved came 
and entered my door. Joys came and gave griefs 
a proper wrench. The pains of separation treat 
me like the washerman who poundsa batch of 
laundry. 


The nature of love is to confuse the bravest heroes. 
By day they search the mountains; they weep the 
whole night through. They sit there absorbed in 
thoughts of the beloved. 


With their tongues everyone calls themselves a true 
friend. This part is easy, but when action is called 
for, one finds out what they are like. 


Men’s sincerity has changed and is no longer in keen 
demand. Everyone eats men’s flesh now. Beloved, 
the fragrance of goodness will remain in this 
world. Others are just for show, there will be only 
one truly sincere man. 


We give thanks for having found our dear friend while 


we lived. My lord, do not separate me from the 
one in whose company we found so much peace. 
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کوژي ES‏ مم شبرین» گنیئی تان کوڑ ٧‏ 
ile‏ جا oe ASI‏ سا نیئی نباهج توژ 
شون ۾ KE‏ کوزه ون Bled BY‏ شپرین 


ڪئان سِکئین شپرینء ڪاسائِڪي کار 8 
J‏ ڪاتي هٽ گری, مُيءَ سين مَ مار 


وائی Yo‏ 
هان ایند آلا مُنهنجو è Oi‏ شال ايندو 

SY 0‏ آندیژن. وَج وَسَنتٌن ۾ وچهندو 

ِماٹیء جو روء پاسي SL‏ آڈپندو 

مثان oJ‏ سائڑو قد وس نیندو 

ugs‏ ٹپندو مصطفي. j‏ 3 پيءَ 2532.43 لنگھپندو 

آچ «SF A LWILE‏ دوس دلاسا ڈپندو 
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Having fixed your gaze, beloved, do not take it away. 23 
If you have taken it away, then fix it back again. 
Let the eyes maintain their habit forever. I have 
thousands of faults, but you should recognize the 
perfection in yourself, beloved. 


Beloved, where did you learn your butchering? Take 24 
hold of a sharp knife, do not kill me witha blunt 
one. Look at all these wounds, the cuts inflicted by 
my sufferings. 


Oh, now let him come, I wish my beloved would come. 7 
Taking the blind by the hand, he will deliver them to a 
safe place. 
He will set this wretched girl’s hut near to where he is. 
He will lead the caravan safely through the mountain 
passes. 
Mustafa will be our guide. He will deliver his people 
behind him. 
Abdul Latif comes to say: Our friend will give us 
comfort. 
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Yo‏ شر ڪاپائي 


ds‏ نون کاتار چم هیحکلي پیرئین 
33 کا (hs‏ صراف engi‏ شت ۾ 


جان گتین تان ES‏ هيءَ هل وهاني 
ڪاپائي مَیَکاء BS‏ سیبائی 


جاتو چن ile‏ ین SED‏ پهي نه SIS‏ 


مَتان روئین 645 ضباح وچ شرتیین 


Af جي کانه گرین»  شي ساھین‎ KS 
HS د آکماژن‎ LS ايندء ۽ اوچتو‎ a 


G Q 


اغ پٹ l‏ کي مَرین, ٽڪي جثء کال 
مونا آنجي اُگڑیاء آرت v=‏ مال 
eh‏ تين جي SE‏ جن IS‏ منجهان کین گیو 
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So long as you are spinning, do not turn your wheel by 
yourself. Otherwise, the dealer may spot a defect 
in this thread of yours. 


Spin while you can, this opportunity is fleeting. Every 
spinner is approved according to the thread that 
they have spun. Those who know this properly do 
not let go of their ball of cotton. 


This opportunity is fleeting, spin while you can. Turn 
your wheel and produce fine embroidery for your 
festive day. Otherwise, in the morning you may 
weep tears of blood with your friends. 


You make no effort to spin, but stretch out your body 
to sleep. You will long to adorn yourself when 
your friends call you. 


All you want to do today is relax, and you did not do 
any spinning yesterday. Your husband will show 
youno favors, you foolish girl. 


All you want to do today is relax, and you did not do 
any spinning yesterday. Your spinning wheel’s 
support posts have become detached, and its 
driving band has become slack. How wretched is 
the fate of those who have earned nothing from 


their spinning! 
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سي تو ويهي وِجائیاء ي GES‏ سندا دینهن 
آرت اوژي نه ژئین» پوري پوري سين 
be‏ گثندینء ڪين کین ol‏ عجیبن ي 


سون ساریکا Ape‏ کوط نه oué‏ 35 
ويهي pÊ‏ کاپو کر گمون گوجٹون 5 
ته صرافاق dha‏ ویو Ligh‏ ملالبین 


يڳو ئي پیر جانسین رتو راس HS‏ 
کٹ کتیندیون WS nS‏ سين نه ڄاڻجي 


پیرئین ۽ پانفِيين» l‏ ودُوثو US‏ 
ویئی اور آرت سين» ڳچيءَ پایو پانڈ 
ته تثنهنجو ئي وٹوانڈ ڪتو وتو نه ژي 


چاثتِ پائی چت و شنهو گتیو OF‏ 
تن جو gól ó‏ ذکو داخل نه کیو 


مُحَبّت پائ Gs‏ ۾ زندا روژیا جن 
تن جو ضرافن. Sl‏ توریو ئي اگھائیو 
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They sat about and wasted the days when they should 
have been spinning. You have not sat down by 
your wheel for a single moment, you foolish girl. 
How will you be able to hold your head high in the 
beloved’s courtyard? 


You have hands of gold, you perverse creature, why do 
you not spin? Sit ina corner and spin, and give up 
all this playing about. Then you may smile when 
you are called by the dealer, and get a better price. 


Turn the broken wheel until the new one is fixed. You 
fool, do not let yourself fall into the bad habit 
of idleness. No one knows which girls will spin 
thread on the new wheel. 


You wander about giving yourself airs, and this has 
made your husband furious. Sit down by the 
spinning wheel with your head modestly covered, 
so that your thread, though full of faults, may not 
go to waste. 


Those who have spun fine thread withill will in their 
hearts get none of it approved by the dealers. 


Those who have spun coarse thread with love in their 
hearts sell it to the cotton dealers without its 
being weighed. 
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کو جو 35 کاپائتین» کنبن ۽ PE‏ 
کازن شود شوارثون: EFT‏ منجه Sl‏ 

آن يء شونهَنَ مَیِّڈ چني. صراف ئي سکن 
Lasi‏ شت ghia‏ پائي ترازيء نه توریا 


شت این جو شفرو ي پر و پجائین 
لکایو لطیف (Se‏ گنبیو k=‏ 
جي ماگ موئائین. توء ald‏ مَھانگو آن جو 


ڪي اوبین OE‏ و کي کاب منجه کتن 


قادر ڪيم de‏ ٿيلهي تلهي وارٍیُون 


کنو وتو پورهیو» هوڏ وجهنديء Jó‏ 


اولیائیان «Syl‏ کیڈانھن RES‏ واریون 
پَهیُون متي 025 GSS‏ لاکِیژنِ جون 
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The spinners are filled with a love that makes them 
tremble while they spin. To make a profit, they 
come early in the morning to the spinning place. 
The dealers are keen for their fine thread, says 
Shah. Their thread gets sold without being put on 
the scales and weighed. 


The yarn of those who card it in secret is valuable. 
They do not let their hearts hear the sound of 
their wheel. Sitting in hiding, they tremble as they 
spin, says Latif. People offer them jewels for their 
thread, but they demand an even higher price. 


Some wind yarn in Arabia, others spin in Kabul. Their 
thread is valuable and is exchanged for gems, but 
the all-powerful dealer does not reject the coarse 
thread that others spin. 


You wander lost in pride; break that pride in pieces. 
It will make the thread you have produced worth 
not hing. Produce thread of decent quality here, 
you clumsy fool, where even those whose thread is 
far better shake and tremble. 


The wheels are dismantled, and where have the 


spinners gone? The cotton balls of even the best 
girls lie around on the ground. 
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RISALO 


رت al i‏ پُوري ویئیون ٢‏ 
نه سی 555 ون 2 مب نه سي کاتاریون 
پسیو بازاریُون هنگژو مون لوڻ تی 


DS‏ کاپائیئن پر م باون 


a 


اکلزي RA]‏ مُون کان پڑا گا نه ٿيا 


Sls 
ڪا هنئین سین لاء پوري. ڪا هنئین سین لاء‎ 
ثُنبائی تاڪيڌ سین» جن پجایو پا‎ 
سي 45 لیف چي. هَلي تن ها‎ 
واء‎ GANİ تُنهنجُون جهرگن جهوریُون» بیون‎ one 
tLe ol kah آوچمرین» توي‎ wk ت‎ 1 
Eh رو ریجهانج‎ «Se ALLE اڌيءَ‎ 
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Yesterday they spun and spun, but they have not 18 
come into the spinning area today. The bands on 
their spinning wheels are slack, and their huts are 
closed. 


Those cotton plants have gone, and so have the 19 
spinners. The bazaars seem desolate without 
them, and my heart is grieved. 


As soon as they weighed the warp, many defects 20 
emerged. Summoning the spinner, they 
questioned her in secret. “I am so clumsy,” she 
replied. “I could not straighten out the knots.” 


Take this to heart, you foolish woman, take this to 21V 
heart. 
They carded a quarter of what had been carefully 
cleaned. 
The birds have snatched your cotton balls, the wind 
has blown others away. 
Dozing off beside your spinning wheel, you have 
enjoyed a sleep. 
In the middle of the night, says Abdul Latif, wake and 
weep to delight the lord. 
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٦‏ شر پرپاتي 


SI‏ نه پاآن dy‏ جن کیئڑ ڪيريءَ نگیو 
شونهاري ضبُوحٌ سین» وچهي ويلين 329 
توي چوندو کین کرت ڈاران کو 


- کد وخ ۹ پد 72 < 
شتو ڪئن Godt‏ ڪَرين» رو وهانيء روء 
3 1 2 . د 

سڀان ساز سندوء» gu‏ هوندو پٹ ې 


سيرانييء ساژ ڪيوء شمھین ساري رات 
جاچکاٹی lds‏ اي هوء آگهین 


جين شک ناه کو چارق سي DES‏ 
«yd Bly 445‏ متي کلهن AS‏ 


مُوڑھو URS EAL‏ کیڈانھن مُئین کال 
USS‏ 5 آطیف چي. Bel‏ جا آفعال 
His‏ در شوال ڪر ته قيمَت آٹئین 


bj‏ لگو i‏ گھٹو, ڪي چوٹاٹیء چئیج 
هت ڪي هلائیج dl‏ آء نه اچٹو 
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To keep his harp hanging دہ‎ a hook is not the behavior 
of a bard. You are an enemy of the bright dawn. 
Who will call youa minstrel unless you practice 
your devotional art? 


Why are you lying there fast asleep? Arise at dawn and 
weep. Tomorrow’ your instrument will be left on 


the ground. 


You sleep the whole night through, using your 
instrument as a pillow. Is this how a born minstrel 


will gain honor? 


The title of true bard belongs to those who do not rest. 
With their instruments on their shoulders, they 
look for a path across the wilderness. 


Minstrel, why do you roam in confusion? Where were 
you yesterday? Oh musician, give up this habit of 
wandering, says Latif. If you beg at the door of 
Sapar,? you will receive a fine reward. 


The minstrel is weak, the way is long. Tell the son of 


Choto? to send me something here, since I cannot 
get there. 
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RISALO 


جيڪي oF  نایهجب «58 OSS‏ ۾ 

- ع‎ Ss 
کرت وارا کیتراء کرت کبو ڪوھُ‎ Ol 
حکري» سو مڑوئی کُوھ‎ 2S 945 جيڪي‎ 


تون پارس El‏ لوط جي سَچین ته سون OLS‏ 


آِیو اپوجها Kis‏ جو Lia‏ ٿيو 


چتن آؤین کیرت CEs‏ نه سکیا تِن BY‏ ریتو راۀ 


مگو مون مُلاغ ۶ آوهان جو آهیان 
ڈاتِ نه آهي ذات تيء جو وهي سو هي 


os!‏ آبوجهن جون, Ale hie‏ سَھي 
جو Fl‏ وٽ رات hy‏ تنهن جي تان نه ٿي 
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If accomplished musicians heard what hegivesin 
secret to inexpert performers,‘ perhaps they 
would instantly destroy their instruments. 


There are many singers there, why should they 
perform? Whatever task a man performs is always 
full of faults. You are the philosopher’s stone, I am 
the iron. If you just glance at me, I am turned to 
gold. 


Get up, you ignorant man, the call has come from 
Sapar. You may not have learned anything of 
singing, yet the king is pleased. “Beg from me,” he 
says, “for I am yours.” 


Gifts are not bestowed according to caste; it is 
performance that is rewarded. The faults of the 
inexpert are tolerated by Prince Sapar. Anyone 
who spends the night with the king is freed from 
suffering. 


Become ignorant and beg, forget all your knowledge. 
Last night Sapar prepared fine horses‘ for you. 
The lord of Las Bela is kind even to one who does 
not know how to sing. 


RISALO 


اي آڏِيءَ نه گرئینء Ha‏ سان Kga‏ 
ژونجمي رات oati dish‏ پائَیتٌ 
ميزي ٽئان es‏ چُونډي LA‏ چارئین 


5018 ڏک ڪياء پاٹا معي مگٹین 
مُون 55 5115 USS‏ مين ڪوھ بی 
هن تو پیاء وچان ولها ڏِينهزا 


BS تنهین کان مَگٹاء جو ذيهازي ٿو‎ Ke 
جاجڪ مَگین جي‎ de LS 55 گوڑا‎ 
موئی ڏيندا مُنهّن ۾‎ oS شپان توهین‎ 


گڑھ آگیان jlo g$‏ ذاتازي 
لنگھا لاه م لک ols gh‏ چان CS‏ 
مگٹھاژنِ 1d‏ ڪونهي پیو ES‏ ري 


dle Ha‏ قساف Sale‏ چم وسارئین 


ريهي ژبي سَندِيُونء تنذون نني کي پاءِ 
لنگها تون لِيلاءِء اڳيان وي FO!‏ 


552 


۳ 


yE 


26 PIRIBHATI 


You lie insensible, sleeping whole nights through. You 
do not get up in the middle of the night to spend 
time with Sapar. The descendant of Ronjho* 
opened his caskets in the night and took out 
pearls. The minstrels gathered to collect them and 
fill their pots. 


The giver reproaches the minstrels on his own 
account. “Oh minstrel, why did you leave my 
door and beg from others? That is why you have 
suffered days of hardship.” 


Oh minstrel, beg from the one who gives every day. 
The doors of the world are false, minstrel. If you 
beg from them, they will turn and reproach you 
tomorrow. 


Prostrate yourself every day at the threshold of the 
giver. Oh minstrel, never remove your lips from it 
for an instant. Singers have no other opportunity 
besides singing. 


Minstrel, do not forget Sapar for a moment. Fix your 
instrument and replace its strings with silver 
ones. Oh bard, go and utter your entreaties before 
him. 
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7150 


ون َو ii‏ سيڪَڑوء تون صاحث آء Ka‏ 
پُچي تنهنجو WES SQ‏ پانم یرو 


اپریو تارو : 55 Slog‏ دي 
lay He‏ چټ SA‏ چارئین 


GIS 555‏ ڈِنائینء گنيائين خث ریزان جو 
ڈاِیؤن aS OSS JS‏ سَنڍِيؤن سون سائین 
آنڌا مَنڊ La lea Lal‏ وذائین 

ELES Hadad‏ و تذل من LAS‏ آهي سب آتائین 
توازیائین لطفو منجمان کین گیائین 
dle‏ سپ خزن م. مد GY‏ مُنائین 
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You are Sapar, I am a beggar. You are the master, I 
am the dog. I have put my instrument on my 
shoulder, in search of the way to you. 


You are Sapar, I am a beggar. You are the master, Iam 
sin. You are the philosopher’s stone, I am iron; if 
you glance at me, I become gold. 


The star has risen. Get up and offer the morning song 
of Vihag’ to the bridegroom. Sapar is a jealous 
lord, he examines the hearts of the minstrels. 


He gave great gifts and took the goods of the base. 

The lord bestowed presents of gold on fools. 

The blind were bewitched, and he summoned the 
generous. 

None of them realized, the lord didnot take care of 
them. 

You exalt whom you will and you bring low whom you 
will,® this is what happens to all there. 

He favored the drop that is man, and made nothing of 
him. 

He broke inturnall the cunning of the artful. 

The envious are filled with sadness, and the false are 
led astray. 

Sisters, says Abdul Latif, the lord is the one who 
pleases himself. 
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۷ شر سورث 
ail‏ جي Gal‏ کري هليو هیائین 
چارَنّ لتا چنگ Booed S‏ ۽ جهائین 
ڈولی راء ڈیا ېي دُوران ڏٺائين 
35 واحد در تبهن وير SLES‏ 
سَہاجھا سائین th‏ رِیجھائین Sly‏ سين 


پرديسان Ly‏ ڪَري» هلي آيو هُون 
اونچو تون عرش ق؛ ان پورو مٿي OR‏ 
سکیان os) oneal‏ هي ر سول گنو 


پردیسان by‏ حگري. شت GT‏ شاڻ 
مان قهژي مَتِ سین. نسورو نادان 
سو کو ڏيارئين دا جو Rb‏ کي تک گري 


سَردِيء Alle‏ نه زهان» گرميء تیان کُداژ 


Gal‏ ڈیج آمان تون» سائل هي ساژ 
Egl‏ کي Sb‏ خالص aS‏ خلیل جو 
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27 Sorath 


Trusting in God, he departed from this place. The 
bard tied tassels and bells on his instrument. 
From afar he saw the palace of Rai Diyach. At 

_ that moment he made a supplication at the gate 
of God the one: “Oh gracious lord, grant that the 
king may be pleased with my music!” 


He said to the king: “I have traveled here froma 
foreign land. You are of exalted rank, Iam no 
expert, so how can I please you? This minstrel 
begs for your head. 


Hearing of your glory, I have traveled here from a 
foreign land. I am utterly ignorant, what skill do I 
have in begging? Have a gift bestowed on me that 
will banish my desire. 


I do not stay well in the cold, and in the heat I melt. 
Grant safety and protection to this beggar as he 
plays his instrument. Show the same favor to this 
beggar as God did to his friend. 


I have come to your door, oh king, as a minstrel who 
will take your life. Now save me from the fire that 
burns.? May God give you a place where there lies 
the garden of Eden.3 
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RISALO 


پیا در GATS HS‏ تُنھنجي 55 
شونهارا Vi‏ 655 ڪا مُنهنچي گر 
پلا پيري of‏ پالهو Lb‏ پیناز جو 


ogi‏ کامل sik‏ حگیئرو؛ ويهي وجایو 
شهز سَڄو ئي شر سین OAS‏ تپایو 
داڻون درِمانیثون 98« بای ٻاڏايو 


1 ره اس‎ woe 

7 ےم G‏ 
راجا رتولن چ اونائی Jal‏ 
وسا ا _. ہۓے : 
راز گیائین Fly‏ سینء گنهن موچاريء مَهَل 
ded TE‏ بلا میم سین هني سائل 
p i 3 a 7 23 ۳‏ 
گنهن گنهن a‏ کل ته مَردوثي هیک ٹیا 


کنین WS‏ ماژهین» JE Be‏ کائی 
رسيا جي زمر S‏ تن باريي BY‏ 

So Gl ورتي‎ bow UT و‎ ctw آلانسان‎ 

راجا SIF‏ هَردوئي هیک ٿيا 


558 


27 || SORATH 


I have abandoned other doorsand come to yours. 
Spare a thought for me, oh handsome husband 
of Sorath. Good king, fill in turn the empty lap of 
this beggar.” 


A gifted minstrel came to Junagarh. That master 
musician took out his instrument and sat down to 
play. The music its strings played caused a tumult 
throughout the city. The maidservants were 
confused, the ladies cried out. The minstrel made 


his instrument say: “This bard is a deadly hunter.” 


In supplication, Bijal loudly played his well-tuned 
strings. The peerless king acceded to his request 
in his splendid chambers. In an auspicious 
moment the minstrel revealed a mystery to the 
king. The beggar called out: [am Ahmad without 
the M.* Only very few realized this, then both of 
them became one. 


Only a very few men have some realization of this. 
Those who have recognized this mystery have 
solved the riddle of Man is my secret and Iam his 
secret.> That was what he told him; then the king 
and the minstrel became one. 
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RISALO 


سو مُوژا جملي نه مال جاء ٿو ماڻڪ موثائي 
تو WATS‏ ي. جن تو ناهد نه سکیو 


ڪا جا allf‏ گري» پیجلیا l‏ مُون 
پینین JUS he‏ و تندن تانق ڪَري 
ڪ تو LY‏ پري» Ke S‏ جهلیندین UNS‏ 


SHG نه جملیان موزهین نه مُون‎ Ke 
آْس گالهزي, جمي تو ڳري‎ af 

سا شمچیج سورب §5 ویناس کین وري 
پریان پیر تري» تو لء of‏ آهیان 


غریتنثون نه گذري» ٿو ماري Fro‏ ملاح 
نايو gil‏ جاء سوریو ڪَڍي ساه 
خالق Tho aria‏ ڪونه جَڏيندو AES‏ 
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The bard came from his home, thinking about the 
king’s head. He did not take bags of coins, and he 
rejected jewels, saying: “I have cometo your door, 
since you have never learned to say no. 


Iam a hereditary minstrel,” he said. The king replied: 
“Let me hear something from your heritage. 


Sing me something, Bijal, and let me hear you, 
something that you sang tothe accompaniment of 
your strings when you entered Girnar.® Will you 
return on your long journey, oh minstrel, or will 
you take your reward here?” 


“T will take no reward at all, nor will I travel far. I 
have come bringing you a secret. Understand, 
oh husband of Sorath, that I will not return. 
Traveling from afar, I have come for you.” 


He asks for the head, he wants the head, without the 
head he cannot be content. He does not pass by 
the poor; he kills the leaders of the beautiful ones. 
He lays princes low and draws their life from 
them. Whether in the evening or in the morning, 
the creator will not spare anyone anywhere. 
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RISALO 


ڪي جو پیجّل ہولیو؛ ڀيءَ ويهي پان 

راجا وتوآن ہہ سیبائو شلطانَ 

Slas مقابل‎ LES مثامُون‎ iT 

گهوریان , لک آطیف چی, تُنهنجي قَدمَنِ تان قُرِبانَ 
gts‏ هي مزمان هَلي آءُ ته هت EIS‏ 


توي گهوت egalla”‏ راجا منجه تول 
پيل توسین بول, وها ية F585‏ 


مَخلین of‏ مَگٹو BS‏ ساژ ييي 

گی تن ah‏ جي پیا کوٹ SS‏ 

هَنڌين ماڳين ۽ وء ی, Jay eed‏ دانهّن بُري 
سيي نهن شلطانَ کان» اي گھوٹ گهري 
Usab‏ گڑھ جُهري. پُوئدي جهانء S908‏ ۾ 


ڏاتار ۽ 85« کونه وسیلو وچ 
ساي تال ug GAS‏ سائي OIF‏ چتِ 
جي هتي جي فت. ته کاله وڑیائی SSP‏ 


چاچگ تو Á? EL Ly BS Sled‏ 
جنهن ې مال نه مريء جیترو تنهن تون طَمَعداژ 
جي اچیٹی کم طگپاژ ته وية پیرا 989 ذِلِن: 
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Bijal the bard sang something at dawn. In his 15 
` apartments his royalmajesty was pleased. “Come 
up, minstrel, and play before me. Let me sacrifice 
lakhs, says Latif, and place them at your feet. 
Come, guest, and I will give you this head. 


Get in the palanquin, minstrel, and come up. The 16 
handsome king asks for you in his apartments. 
Bijal, he promises to cut off his head for you at 
dawn.” 


The minstrel entered the palace with his magical 17 
instrument. When he touched the strings, 
fortresses fell down. Your fame spread, Bijal, and 
your song was heard everywhere. The handsome 
musician asked the king for his head. Junagarh 
became sad, and cries of mourning filled the 
balconies. 


Just the generous king and the minstrel were there, 18 
with no one else between them. There was the 
same tune on the strings, the same idea in the 
minstrel’s mind. Whether here or there, there was 
only this thought.’ 


“T offer you tenfold salutations, oh minstrel,” said 19 
Diyach. “What you desire is not worth a single 
peppercorn. If you need my head, I will cut it off 
and give it to you twenty times over.” 
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RISALO 


ٻيلي ئي Ob‏ جان مُون نین هي نهاریا 
چوري رکم چت ۾٬ hd‏ جا ط تار 
pw iP‏ توهان jl‏ پيجي گنهن نه ہولیو 


سوج مَگٹھار م هوء جنهن تو BS‏ یر سٹو گیو 
جو مُون مُل مُورِ نه EH‏ تان جي سو گھریوءِ 


تان چگان جک 2953 دنو OTIS‏ ي 


مَٿو مَٿائِين گهوریان» مَٿو تو مَثاءِ 
ghd‏ هي هت گری؛ جاچگ وهلو جاء 
تون سين آنبرای جم واچا ۾ ولهو وّهین 


7 4 2 4 ۳ “Lb ۰ 3 ge 
مٿو مور نه پازیان» دنهنجي نند دنوار‎ 
لجیندو و لاهیان‎ GIS ڪينهي منجھ‎ 


سؤ «Sb Ow‏ جي LS‏ پٌراټر توریان 


ات اوڈانھین تيي, جیڈانھن dhi Jay‏ 
شکثو db‏ آهيء سِرَ ۾ سَڃَڻ BU‏ ڪي 
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“T looked carefully on both sides of the forest,” said 
the minstrel. “In my mind I considered those 
famous in different lands for their generosity. 
None but you promised their head.” 


“Minstrel, the one for whose head you bargained has 
no need of life. If you required something I did 
not have, it would have been a reproach to all 
donors in every age. 


I sacrifice my head to you. Take this skull, minstrel, 
and depart quickly, lest you fail in your promise to 
Anirai. 


I certainly do not consider my head to equal the music 
of your strings. This head has nothing worth 
offering, but do not return without my head, oh 
minstrel. There is nothing in this skull; as I take it 


off, Iam ashamed. 


If I put a hundred heads on the scales and weighed 
them against your strings, they would be 
outweighed by the side on which Bijal plays. 
My skull is an empty piece of bone, containing 
nothing worth offering. 
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RISALO 


متي آي مُنهنجي» جي ڪوڙين مُونِ ILÉ‏ 
ته واریو واریو <GL95‏ سييء کي سو وار 
ته by‏ تند تنوات مُوهان مٿائون USS‏ 


جو تو ELS G53‏ لاهيو اي سر تیکو SS‏ 


Soh پاٹ پر یو سندو جادم‎ oud 
وهاڻءَ مگثاء مَتو هیر مَوجُوڈ‎ Ks 
آهي بُوۀ, ناڪييءَ 8536 ۾‎ ob 


چارَعَ چنگ کلهي گری, پیر ُري پاتا 
صدا جي LE Sly de dks‏ واتا 


تبهن تی راغ راضي ٹیو؛ Jd‏ ودي داتا 
مَرڪي 35 UL‏ ژوژي راء EUS‏ ېي 


رة مصلخت مگٹاء قضر کین O51‏ 
خيمي ۾ گنگھار ي, چانډُوثا چم 
این طیف چي. شندا bid GIS‏ 
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If a million heads grew on mine, I would cut off each 
of them in turn a hundred times over. Even then 
the music of your strings would be worth more, 
oh minstrel.” 


“All are quite ready to cut off their heads and offer 
them, oh Diyach. But the gift you give is the 
ultimate yardstick for beggars.” 


The singer was happy when he saw the prince’s 
generosity. “Oh bard,” said the king, “your 
recompense will be provided at dawn; my head is 
here right now. For true being lies in selflessness 
and nonexistence.” 


The minstrel made his way with his instrument on his 
shoulder. On his way, says Shah, he cried out his 
message. The generous and great-hearted king 
was happy with him. Even Rai Diyach’s mother 
was happy.? 


Bards do not enter palaces without some good end in 
view. Bowing down, they see the light of divine 
manifestation through their master’s light. 
Moonbeams shine in the frame of the handsome 
king. His gifts, says Latif, are gained and are seen. 
That is why rulers honor bards. 
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RISALO 


مَڙ ته آئين مَگٹاء مام 53935 مُون 
تنهن ې تسج تون» جيکي LH‏ پٽ ۾ 


تاڻ نه آهي 45 جو ژون ژون ڪري راز 
Fark‏ مندا هد says‏ چي ساز 
شت ڈیئی شهباژ ئ ته ٹوک پرائیین 


45 ثُمارِيء تانْء گهیو سو J‏ پيو 
سر ته آجی مت ہے پر ب پیو ڪي مَگج دان 
خاک go‏ ڪا hb‏ کاڑیا پوء کج نهين 


ój‏ بولج ڪي پيوء گهریء سو گهوریان 

گھڑ سورب نه S‏ جان yds‏ تَرابَرِ توریان 

ڳجهي آهم گالهزي آ èl‏ اوري تان اوریان 

ear ee ear ae‏ ی 
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“Welcome, bard, I have understood your secret. We 
have guessed the whole riddle that you tell. Be 
happy with whatever is placed in your bowl. 


Oh minstrel, what amazes me about your instrument 
is that you survive safe when you strike the strings 
with your hands. Last night you wounded my 
heart with your harp.” 


The string does not play music but vibrates with the 
sound of the divine mystery. Everyone says it is 
the instrument that sounds, but it is the hands 
of the player that make the music. Move swiftly 
and become a falcon, then you will obtain the true 


treasure. 


I accept the message of your strings. My head is ready 
in exchange, but ask for something else. The body 
is something made of dust and clay; once it is cut 


up, it is nothing. 


Oh bard, name something else, I will offer you 
whatever you want. My palace and my queen 
Sorath will not be enough if I weigh them against 
your strings. I have a secret; come near so that I 
may it tell it to you. Shall I cut off my head from 
my shoulders, minstrel, or shall I give it to you 
together with my body? 
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LS پرچیا پان م ٹنڈ گتارو‎ gs 


v -y 


تنهن چھوئی ناه کي جو توء چارَن کیو پند 


Us کهریوء‎ 92s جتن‎ asd) i ای‎ 


گنجهي ڪيرت ڪيٽروء واجو ولاتي 
ڏِسَنديئي oS TLS‏ ظاهز 943 BIS‏ 


کل چنو گرناز جوه OA OY‏ پٽينِ 
سهسین Siow‏ جَهڙِيُونء Gots!‏ اوسارِینِ 
چوٽا چارَڻَ هت مب po‏ سینگاریو ڏِينِ 
ناربُون SU‏ گرین, Lely‏ رات رَمَگیو 
سورَث مُبي شک یو خيما هنیا گنگهاز 


یو راک ژوپ سوہ لي تند نوا 
سو OSS‏ پنین پا پسو Lely‏ رای 93 
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Three things have agreed with one another, the string, 
the knife, and the head. Bard, there is nothing 
better than the journey you have made here. 
Thanks and praise be to God that you asked for 
my head, oh minstrel.” 


The beautiful instrument played wonderful music. 
The great musician played in the king’s presence 
without interruption. His essential light became 
apparent to Diyach. The sight made him take out 
his knife and stab it into his skull. 


“The flower of Girnar has been plucked,” the women 
of the city mourn. Thousands like Sorath arise 
and lament. They arrange the hair on the king’s 
head and give it to the minstrel. The women 
lament and say: “Last night the king departed.” 


Sorath is dead, ° there is peace, the prince has pitched 
his tents in heaven. There is music and that same 
fine display, as the strings play. Everywhere there 
is rejoicing, and see how the king is content. 
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وائی ۳۹ 
ڈنو راء ZS‏ هي colo jw‏ تان 4S‏ 
چذي هليو هتهین, راٹیؤن پُنھنجا Eh‏ 
اگھیو 43 الله ي. کوژین نس کاخ 
RY:‏ ورتو gs‏ گهي سا کماج 
آدیؤن عَبدالّلطیف چييء یس کم شڪاج 
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Rai Diyach gave this head as a sacrifice to the lord. 39V 
He departed from this place, leaving his queens and 
his kingdom. 
He found favor before the gate of God. So many of his 
desires were fulfilled. 
The minstrel obtained what he asked for by reciting to 
the accompaniment of his instrument. 
Sisters, says Abdul Latif, his desires were amply 
fulfilled. 
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په 
۸ ر ڈھر 

گر ڪي ؟الهزیُون. WE‏ ډور GS‏ جُون 
KES‏ سي coh‏ گنهن پر ڏينهن گذارئین 
جان تو od‏ شوژ ڪَنڊا ډور GSS‏ جو 
Go‏ لامُن بو مورِيءَ مَجَرَ نه u,‏ 
گندا ٹون ڪيڏوء جذ هن 9235 ډوژ وهي 
جَسودَن جیڈو؛ تو کو کذیو پَھیڑو 
S po‏ شک و دوژ ڪنڌيءَ LÉ Zoi‏ 
جُنگنِ SS‏ زوژ سر شو شونگي گیا 
شڪي ډوژ دیون 198 ڪنڌيءَ دٌنو ڪائو 
سو JESS GL‏ مب اگیون نه آیو 
ماژهن میڑائں گنهین گنهین پیئئین 
399 نه آڳينءَ wide Slo‏ مَلان لکیو 


موژي چوژیا مسا ESL ond‏ پار 
جسودن جیها SL‏ پیزا ویر وماس ې 
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Thorn tree, tell me stories of the lordsof the old 
riverbed, how they spent their nights and how 
they passed their days. 


Thorn tree, if you were grieved for the lordsof the 
old riverbed, t here would be no blossom on your 
branches, and you would not put forth fresh 
shoots. 


Thorn tree, what size were youwhen the old riverbed 
was in full flood? Have you met any travelers who 
are the equals of the Jasodhos? 


In reality the old riverbed has dried up, and only ak 
bushes? grow onits banks. The brave traders have 
lost their strength, the water has dried up, and the 
tax collectors have gone. 


The dried-up old riverbed has become a trickle, 
and reeds grow 0۵ 165 bank. The water has not 
returned inits former stream to the Patihal.3 Only 
ina few spots do people gat her. 


The boatmen first realized that the old riverbed would 
not remain inits former state. Seeing how the 
water behaved, they turned their boats away. 
Brave companions like the Jasodhos fell prey to 
anxiety. 
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RISALO 
نه موٽئين‎ BS تان تون‎ bi ۾‎ Fala جان‎ 
جو پَهُ‎ E390 گائی پم کوه گرئین, پوءِ‎ 
مَهميڙون مَلاحَنِ جُون‎ Ad بر 35 نون‎ 
ge تان تون مَڇَ نه‎ «Sle جان جر هُكٌوٍو‎ 
سانڀويُون سانگن جُون‎ JS S آج‎ £54553 
نه موتئین‎ BS جان 34 هُئڙو سیر تان ون‎ 
آڏا آڏي یر گهت به جهليءِ گهائئین‎ 


مَتو آهین مج og‏ ٿو ُونا هين 
جا تو Zl GS‏ تنهن پاڻءَ پُنا ذینهنوا 


موټ نه ماریائون. ڈورِ ڈئی ba‏ ڏک ي 


سرن تنهنجي سین نون پار لنگهائیین يڙا 


ڈٹی سو وارئین وا جو میزائو RA‏ 
Sly 295‏ مَٿاءُء هنتزي zal‏ مَ لهي 


576 


28 || DAHAR 


N 


Oh great fish,* when there was a full flow of water you 
did not return. Why did you decide to come back 
later, when the water ebbed? Now you must suffer 
the attacks of the fishermen. 


œ 


When there was plenty of water, oh great fish, you did 
not return. You will fall, today or tomorrow, into 
the fishermen’s nets. 


When the water was deep, oh great fish, you did not 9 
return. The fishermen have now blocked your 
passage with stakes. 


You have become fat, oh great fish, and wildly you 10 
keep butting your way through. Now the time of 
that water in flood, which you once saw, is over. 


When my beloved planted his hook in my gills, death wu 
did not strike me, but I felt the painful tug of the 
fishing line. 


Oh lord of Medina,’ hear my cries. Those who have 12 
fallen into deep water find refuge with you. 
Deliver them safely across. 


Lord, send a wind that will blow me to my beloved. 13 
Let my heart not abandon hope on this well- 
traveled road. 
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نی جي نهارین» سي El‏ نه اوي Ll‏ 
هَنجُون نه هارین. پاٹی پُنهُونءَ Ale‏ ري 


نی نهاري مُنهنجاء روئی LS‏ رت 
پُنهُونءَ هوء 285 ته پاري EL OS‏ سين 


اخ اکن کیٹان: آَسَرَ لي سوریانِ 
ڏونگر ڏينهن لڳانِء مان وَرکن شپرین 


aul‏ جئن نالوء ٿِئن مُون 935 آسرو 
خالق تُنھنجي کاند جوء رو LL‏ نه گوء 
نالو Dy‏ سَندوءِء زهیو اهم ژوخ 4 


پَنَ بوژین He SUL‏ 585 تارین تون 
جیگر اچین مُون, ته ميرياني مان لهان 


جیڈو تٹھنجو نانغ باجه به اوڈّیائی مَانء 


رء oxi‏ رءَ توئیین» تون AE‏ نون چانء 
گچاژو گهانء» توي مَعلوم مَیّکا 


578 


۷٤ 


ول 


۸ 


14 


16 


17 


18 


19 


28 || DAHAR 


My eyes looked for those camel riders, but they have 
not returned today. Without Prince Punhun,® 
they shed no tears. 


As they watch, my eyes weep tears of blood. If the 
thought occurs to him, may Punhun take this 
wretched creature with him. 


Today I clean my courtyard in hope of my beloved’s 
return, after he has been away for so long in the 


mountains. 


Your name is God, so I place great hope in you. 
Creator, there is no end or limit to your patience. 
Your name, lord, remains in my heart. 


Lord, we have seen how wonderfully you demonstrate 


your authority. You make leaves sink to the 
bottom and stones float safely across. If you come 
to me, I will feel proud in spite of my unclean 


state. 


Great is your name, and great is the mercy I beg you 
for. Without pillars or props, you are our shelter, 
you are our shade. What can I tell you? You know 


everything. 
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پرین تُنهنجي By‏ ډولا كي آهیان 


چئن تون 256 T pS DLE‏ وَر وهي نه ٿِيان 
پک چنان LF BL‏ نه dle‏ کو پیو 


کانڈ Gh‏ کیتراء مُون 35 39 کاند 
پائا ڪي پاند. ي ڏس دُوۀ اکئن سين 


55 سين وچھیو ڪاڻ» گر سین GIS‏ پائِيين 
پوري okl fe‏ 65 چذیو نة ميڙئين 


Ía Se Jka‏ نه ڪَجي ايتري 


مت 


اي مانجهاندي جو ماگٌ» جو تو ساٹیڈ پانئیو 


ڪي شمه ڪي Sle‏ 1 نه ڪَجي SR]‏ 
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Oh veiler of sins, cover me, for I am naked. You 
who cover us, take me under the hem of your 


protection. 


Oh husband, do pay a visit to this wretched woman’s 
hut.’ Beloved, the hem of your garment is my only 


protection. 


While you remain present, husband, I am never sad. 
The roof of my hut leaks, and no one besides you 


knows how to fixit. 


Others have many husbands; my husband is very 
forbearing. If his eyes see my faults, of his own 
accord he uses the edge of his garment to cover 


me. 


You have been disagreeable to your husband but are 
merry with his foolish rival. You stupid woman 
with no sense, you leave the grain and gather the 
chaff. 


Oh sleeping woman, arise and wake up, do not spend 
so long in slumber. You will not discover the joy of 


a royal marriage by sleeping. 


Sleep for a while, wake for a while, do not spend so 
long in slumber. This place® you think is home is 
just somewhere for a midday nap. 
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جاگ مَنجھان has‏ آهي آدا جن ي 
لاهي جو لَطِيف چئی, مَٿان eli‏ ڪس 
obb 4555‏ وس BLS‏ سان Sts‏ چئي 


هي تان 3593 dst‏ جي نون پورا ond‏ پلئین 


راتِيُون costed os‏ جي تو اینیِون هيڪلي 


شمَھٹان ساژو جِيلِيُونء جیڈو ئي ٹیو 
پرین سين پاژو مُنهنجو LS‏ نبیریو 


پیبی bye‏ سا ماگ م guj‏ ماژهنا 
روئی 53% رات ڏسي S igs‏ 


دول م BF‏ بانهنوي, by‏ م گني پانڈ 


آء پنهنجو LS‏ لوکان لڪي رائیان 


ڦريا ood‏ فین HS GAS‏ نه چکیو 
Lis‏ کازن «dno‏ وحائي ولها تیا 
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Brother, those who have the distinction of staying 
awake remove the rust from their hearts, says 
Latif. Young man, make your resolution at dawn, 
says Shah. 


These nights are few that you spend in delusion, you 
fool. There are many other nights to come for you 


to face alone. 


Oh my girlfriends, sleeping has brought me much 
suffering. My sleep kept me from being close to 
my beloved. 


The dawn has broken, night has gone, the 
constellations have grown dim. You fool, you 
will wring your hands over what you have lost. 


Do not see what falls at dawn as dew, oh man. Night 
burstsinto tears at the sight of those who suffer. 


May the beloved not take his arm away or withdraw 
the edge of his garment at dawn. May I please my 


partner secretly from people. 
The corrupted did not taste the milk but turned 


toward the froth. For the sake of this world they 
lost the world to come, and they were desolate. 
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روھ راماٹا cy‏ اځ پن Gb‏ هارِيُون 
oie IGS‏ رائی ې رات گیو 


وگُڑ آكيري سَڙ ساریو شور چٌري 


535 وساريء ويٺينءَ KES‏ ماب Sr‏ 
ڪ تو نه ماري» 55 bed‏ سَندِي مَجنین 


وڳر ويا وهی ڪاله bugi‏ گونجژي 
«Py DoS Eure‏ شر م شپیرژنِ ري 


وڳر کیو وَتن» Sy‏ نه چنن bY‏ ۾ 
پٌسو GHEY‏ ماڑھیئان ميٺ گھٹو 


م لنٹن گونجي ماب حر چور م2 هنئین Bole‏ 
قُنِيُون جي فراق» سي گھرِ گهاریندیُون کیترو 
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Uttering their cries in the mountains, today they are 


about to depart. The cranes? create uproar in the 
desert plains at night. 


34 


Longing for its flock and remembering the lake, it 


experiences pain. As it pines, it sends messages to 
its beloved. 


35 


How did you forget your flock and come to sit here 36 
in silent pining? Have younot been smitten by 
thoughts of the beloved’s sweet talk? 


Yesterday your flock departed, oh crane. What will 37 
you do on the lake without those you love? 


They move in flocks, and their love for each other is 


unbroken. See how birds showeach other much 
sweeter love than people. 


38 


Oh crane, be silent and do not stir up my wounded 
heart with your cries. How long can those who 


are smitten sit at home enduring the pain of 
separation? 


39 


Yesterday the crane cried and made me think of 


my beloved, without whom I spend my days in 
sadness here. 


40 
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أتر ڏي rl‏ کالَهُونگر ڪُونج ري 
پرین od‏ مَنچھ خواټ» وهاڻءَ ويون ڪَري 


گونجون ثِیُون ڪڻڪنء جیٹس Gb‏ هاریُون 
چا پوء cil‏ وَجَنِ وانتا گندپون 


په 


os‏ ډور دري Jol‏ شندي آسري 
HS‏ پُونء گري» پاٹان پیر ذکویا پگٹین 


گُونج نه لکیو bb‏ ماريء سندي مَنَ ۾ 
اوچتي Shi‏ وڳر Bb‏ ویچُون گیا 


ماريء ماري لک 785 Sb‏ ویجون ڪيا 


ماري مَرِين شال, ڌٻ وَجَتَبي OSS‏ 
چئن تو اي کال وڌو وچ ورهن S‏ 


یر گريندي ریس Jl‏ شنگهازن سین 
جنین ي خهیس. واریُون واري چلِيُون 


586 


3 


tY 


ت3 


٤٤ 


fo 


٤ 


ay 


28 || DAHAR 


Since yesterday the crane has been facing north and 41 
singing sadly. She has seen her beloved ina dream, 
and sings her songs at dawn. 


The cranes are screaming; perhaps they are about to 42 
go. Their children are left behind, and they depart 
singing sadly. 


To gather food for their young, the cranes have come 43 
to the edge of the lake. The ground was hard for 
them, andthe birds hurt their feet when they 
landed. 


The crane did not see the arrow that was trained in 44 
the mind of the hunter. Suddenly he took aim and 
scattered the flock. 


Crane, you do not see the reeds with which the snare 45 
is covered. The hunter has killed thousands and 
scattered the flock. 


Hunter, may you die and may your snare be destroyed. 46 
For yesterday you came between the lovers and 
separated them. 


Mother, who can compete with the wealthy 47 
herdsmen” who leave such generous Thursday 


offerings?! 
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> سي jl‏ آجهي جنین گھارِیان 
مان لھنٹون Glo‏ وچ ولهین دینهژین 


ي پانئین وَس چران» ته منگهازن سين لل 


جاگو جاڑیجاء سما شک م skoi‏ 
پسو آن پاریاء لاکو ٿو )9339 S‏ 


ائونکین بلاق مدا هن گرکرا 
لاي لوائِنْ جاء آهزا ئي أهڃانَ 
ڈیئی تٌنگن تاق Éb‏ کاریندا SHS‏ 


ريېارَن ریجهای لاکو GY)‏ سين 
سائو مان سَندِياء 25 مَثائي ناگزو 


لاکا لک شچن, EGE‏ پیڑ بیو 


جَنهن یر راثا راچیاء oS‏ مَنجھ کنتن 
جُنھن جو جاژیجن» شي سَنچو نه لهي 
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May those wealthy herdsmen enjoy a long life. I live 


under their protection. May they take care of us in 


difficult times. 


If you want to go to green pastures, depart with the 
wealthy herdsmen. Then you will never hear 
laments of any loss. 


The churning sticks can be heard as they go around 
inthe pots. Travelers are welcome in the camps 
of the wealthy herdsmen who give life to the 
destitute. 


Wake up, Samos of the Jarejo tribe, do not lie there 
sleeping. See, د1‎ 0:215 approaching you and 


preparing to attack. 


Their saddles are always tightly fastened, and their 
horses’ coats are carefully brushed. These are 
the signs of bandits like Lakho. Tightening their 
horses’ straps, they will create chaosin Kachchh. 


Oh Rebari,13 persuade Lakho with your pleas. Maybe 
the brave hero will turn away from attacking you. 


Thousands of Lakhos are talked about, but none is the 
equal of Lakho Phulani. Princes and rajas tremble 
intheir forts because of him. Evenin their sleep 
the Jarejos do not lose their fear of him. 
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لاکو لکيء تی چزهي. SYS‏ هيٺِ 00 
سونهرایُون سر گیو پيزي 6 بي 
گندو 588 ڏيٺء ضباح سان سَیَگنھین 


وائی o1‏ 
هي سپ hlo Gb‏ کون رھندو کو هټ جیدِیؤن 
L3i‏ هندا eul‏ هي سب Slo‏ موچارا 
جن کي باشاهیون LB‏ هُیؤن: سی ويا SIS‏ ويچارا 
fee‏ و نفس ذائقته å‏ ِقَتةُ «oÍ‏ شمجهج Pl‏ إشارا 
داز ؤ د ژي أتهین. پخشیانیندو بدکارا 
الا عَبذاللطِيف $$ a agi‏ کج» Ras‏ 
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Lakho is mounted on his mare, Lakhi; Lakhi is Lakho’s 55 
steed. He tightly girds his loins and carries off 
beautiful women. He will behave threateningly to 
everyone tomorrow. 


They are all about to depart; none of them will stay, oh 56v 
my friends. 

They will stay fixed here, all these beautiful places. 

Those who possessed mighty kingdoms have departed 
in wretchedness. 

Every soul shall have a taste of death 14 is the indication 
to be understood. 

The advocate will intercede there, he will caused 
evildoers to be forgiven. 

Oh God, says Abdul Latif, be merciful there, oh 
coverer of faults. 
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۹ شر بلاول 
ol ding‏ وین oS‏ جن دَعَوَتَ ڪي Uh‏ 


Abas‏ واتاء وجھ ته £95 وات م 


م طهُوراء tola‏ اورانگهي اوریان 
وچان جي وصال oS‏ سي سپ اجورا 


سما تو 2d jy‏ نات پاگارا HH‏ پیا 
óf‏ تنهنجي ol sf‏ جال LSS‏ 


سمو تِنِ de‏ کري جن تی وڏو ویژ 
ئي ته اچي ٿيانء SY‏ پاکوژي پیز 
تو رءَ پیو کي Gp‏ جا سونا شهي 


giz‏ جا Vow‏ شهي» وسیلو ولهّن 


لذي کین طیف چي. اگیان لال YŠ‏ 
ce‏ ڪوڙين کین Ol oh‏ پابوهي DÄ‏ 
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Trust in these words: the giver has invited you. No 
sooner do yourinse your mouth! than he places 
food in it. 


Do not drink the wine of heaven, but pass beyond it. 
Blessings that are bestowed on the way to union 
are extra gifts. Everything is obtained in the 
presence of the Samo. 


Oh Samo, the royal umbrella is raised over your head, 
though other men are turbaned.? You are a jewel; 
many people come to your abode. They receive 
alms to match their bowls. 


The Samo calls those afflicted by great suffering. I 
become free from trouble as 5008 as he gets up 
and sets foot in his stirrups. Who besides you 
takes responsibility for those who seek refuge 
with you? 


He is the support of the wretched, and takes 
responsibility for those who seek refuge with 
him. With thousands of supplicants before him, 
says Latif, the beloved does not hesitate. Where 
millions are struck dumb, his smile is plain to see. 
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کوژین PY‏ کٹ جي گالهاني کات کي 


aS SS گڻي‎ coed علاؤالڈين‎ 

گنھین کین همَٿِيوء کان چهلیندو ير 
شومرین سام Gad‏ اوي Sl py‏ پیڑ 

هو مُھانئین Gre‏ پر مَسئوراین ماریو 


“sd po‏ جي شک لی سام گنی سَردارَ 
جي OF]‏ ابژي جي SIS‏ سي شونگ نه ذینیُون 09% Oh‏ 


ee‏ مِڑنی ڏِنيُون» GS‏ نه ڈونگز راء 
SS‏ آڈو ري نیون JS‏ ڪئاءُ 
لوریُون لک Sl LS‏ مثیري موتائِیٔو 


آبڙو آڳاهَنِ وہ 53 جھلو پاري 

سمي شوالئنِ S‏ ویلة وساري 
تن مني کرو طامائن تاري 
پُچي سی پاري, جي عاجژ آجوژنِ 4 
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Do not try to quench yourthirst at every landing 
place; look toward the powerful spring. You will 
receive thousands, says Latif, if you get to Rahu’s 
kingdom. Behold the turban of the one who made 
the poor prosperous. He removes the rust from 
the hearts of millions, once he raises his head to 
speak. 


Alauddin“ came with a host of plumed warriors. No 
one dared to face him; who could endure his 
arrows? To save the honor of the Sumiro ladies, 
Abro mounted his camel. He was a brave leader, 
who was killed for the women’s sake. 


Providing comfort for those who sought refuge with 
him, the chieftain saved their honor. The Sumiro 
women who entered Abro’s protection would not 
pay tribute. 


All the others gave the women up, except forthe ruler 
of the hills. He protected women he had not seen; 
how could he give up those whom he had seen? 
The chieftain turned many arrows aside. 


Among the chiefs,5 Abro is the greatest protector. The 
Samo forgot his own hunger for the sake of those 
who sought his protection. Jakhiro the chief is the 
support of those who look to him. He takes care of 
the weak and feeble. 
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ae ھ‎ Ss 


ابژو 55 935 شوّژو سمو شونھن ES‏ 
z‏ ر 


جُکرو جوژي. پاق EJS‏ پیدا سيو 

سير جن 353« مُجُون ale‏ موڙي 
Dga‏ چئن pw‏ گیو ٿو بار جتن بوژي 
گموٹ چزهیو گهوژي. پیچٹنِ لاي پیچرا 


جُکرو جس گروء پیا سپ آنیرا 
چیائین 9154 9,55« تیائین نه پیا 


Be‏ ٿنهن ماڳاء آضل هي ايتري 


GS‏ جادَم SF‏ 5« چټ نه پیا جهن 
ته ڪي gS b$‏ جۀ شر ي سرو 
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Among the chiefs, Abro is like a mighty tree in the 
forest. No one has traveled the distance that hero 
has trodden. Like the rains of Savan, the beloved 
makes the deserts fertile. The lord bestows a fine 
horse“ on those who come to him just once. 


Abro is most generous and kind, the best of all the 
Samos. Everyone comes to his door, andthe lord 
of Kachchh does not turn his back on them. 


God himself created Jakhiro and gave him form. 
Lifting his head like a lion, the hero twirls his 
moustaches. Like the ocean in flood, he drowns 
them in the deep water of his generosity. 
Mounted on his horse, the brave warrior guides 
those who travel on foot to the path. 


Jakhiro truly deserves praise; all other rulers are 
like Anirai.” None of the others was formed like 
Jakhiro. Such was the clay from which he was 


formed. 


Once you have seen Jadam Jakhiro, the others are all 
driven from your mind. So why dig wells once you 
have found a mighty spring? 


597 


RISALO 


هٿان جادم SF‏ 5« وئی وچ م پوء 
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Sho 544‏ مُرْسَلِین» سرس سَندس شان 

فگان OE‏ قَوْسَيْنِ آؤ IST‏ اِئ end‏ یس Glas‏ 
STE!‏ جو اِخسائء جنهن هاوي igs‏ قهزو 


ڪوھ نه جهارئین کرو جنهن ڈیة دیا ڏيي 
ي GUT‏ لینگهن cg‏ شائن ۾ سیبی 

سمي «gars‏ طاماغو تار ڪيا 

آلا جنگ چِيَن. جنین آجهي گهاریان 

شال م شڪي ويتري» چنان HY‏ 

مرڪ yi‏ تو ون ُون شک ی 
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No delay has to be endured at the hands of Jadam 
Jakhiro. Anyone who drinks near that Hatim’ is 
filled. Let no one live in the world without that 
intoxicating wine. 


No delay has to be endured at the hands of Jadam 
Jakhiro. “Come, welcome!” are the words in the 
mouth of the Samo. 


Isee no hero like Jakhiro in the land. He is the leader 
of all the prophets sent to the world; preeminent 
is his glory. He was granted the place of There 
was the distance of two bow-lengths or less between 
them. It is the grace of the lord that he has 
brought me such a guide. 


Why doyou not bow down before Jakhiro, whose 
generosity has made the lands sated? The same 
people who trembled in rags are now wrapped in 
shawls. The Samo has filled all those who have 
begged from him. 


God, may those heroes in whose protection I endure 
live long! May the well where travelers drink 
never dry up. Oh smiling lord, when my eyes 
behold you I am happy. 
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جال ges‏ خنگ. KS‏ ډئيندو کرو 


وڳند 595 egal‏ وَسَنِ کین وذوس 
sud‏ ماني Slo‏ موچارو پاسی پیر یوس 


& ,2 1 ,۰ 2 
4495 وري egl‏ پینازنون پوء 


soars‏ لس موچڑاء ڈرو نه ڏس جوء 
ويٺو ٳئين چوءِء ته پیران پاسي نه ټیان 
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Coming to you, my thirst is quenched and my feet are 
cooled. Like a well in the wilderness, you take care 
of those who traverse the desert. 


You are our protection, our veil, our refuge, our 
leader. Here your protection sustains us; in the 
next world our place is with you. No tribute is 
paid by the destitute women who have taken 
refuge with ش۹٥‎ 


When they see Jakhiro, minstrels are filled. To those 
who beg he gives a drop of heavenly wine. Their 
desire is quenched and they enter into union with 


him. 


If he is transported today, he will rain drops of gold. 
The hero will make many full, Jakhiro will make 


the whole world full. 


Vagand has returned, obtaining nothing through his 
schemes. Here he has obtained clothes, bread, and 
a fine place with the pir. 11 


Vagand has returned from begging. He got a hard shoe 


beating, and nothing from his wife. He sits and 
says, “I will not go far from my pir.” 
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AIS TED پر‎ oló جُسي ې‎ 
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داتا dad « J5 Gare‏ ويلوپ 
تنهن رويء ي eG JS‏ جو آلؤدو آزاز سین 


وگنڈ وري آئِيوء زِسورو ئي 6553 
گندا گلابي ڪريء سي جوم 
hé‏ سین اورې. ته هُئين سدائين شرهو 


Aids‏ وري ایو ڏو بی نماز 
Bot‏ متي باز 155 يئن شرهان تي 


وگُنڈ وري آئیو. کوئویان DIE‏ 
شندو ڪرڙ bb les‏ تريء کي Ù Sé j‏ 


602 


٧ 


YA 


۳۹ 


۳۱ 


۳۲ 


۳۳ 


YE 


29 || 811۸۷۸ 


Vagand is sitting in expectation of his breakfast. He 27 
will never leave this spot, where he has smelled 
the fragrance of spring. 


Vagand has keen expectations of his breakfast. He is 28 
weak in body but moves fast to eat. 


Vagand has returned, smelling dirty andsaying,“Dear 29 
lord, give me perfume, so that I may smell sweet.” 


Vagand has returned, foul and ugly. He does not put 30 
his smelly leather socks aside, but he is in love 
with the perfume seller. 


Look at Vagand, sitting at the giver’s door. He is sick 31 
but delights in being infected by his affliction. 


Utterly infernal, Vagand has returned. Shah’s 32 
heaven makes those who are dirty smell of roses. 
Discover rose perfume, so that you may always be 
fragrant. 


Vagand has return, foul and failing to pray. Vagand 33 
falls on perfume like a hawk upon a partridge. 


Ugly Vagand has returned from Kotri.?2 Hit him hard 3 
with a wooden stick. 
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5 ډُحکیندو مؤن نه چُڈیندو شَفپِع å‏ شافغ شپرین 
آندا uzi‏ 331 زاء سپ Pls‏ نیندو 
واتان ویچارن جي. دارؤن پا ڈرپندو 
o‏ کي ڈ|گواء لگ مب لنگھائیند 
نؤڙ ناکارو نه طري. TERS‏ متّت ee.‏ 
ob ce‏ حامي هن جو, آڳيان 3587 gw‏ 
bieb‏ تن PMY S‏ پیارپندو 
پان & سڃاڻي پاثهین» کامل a5‏ گرپندو 
ئئبؤ و آٹی 26 ہہ cols‏ ڪاڻ آڏيندو 
داتا دوزخیّن تانء لیکو لهرائیندو 
رس وير رمي گري, مُشڪ زنگ مَٽيندو 
رَحمَته آلملمین. asi sS‏ ٿيندو 
Abilis 5‏ جو هادي هت È‏ چهلیندو 


سا 
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He will cover me and will not leave me, my kind 35V 
beloved who intercedes for me. 

He will lead and accompany the blind, the foolish, and 
those who stumble. 

He himself will give medicine for the unfortunate to 
drink. 

Hewill cause sinners to pass through all difficult 
mountain paths. 

Affirming the power of his divine light, Muhammad 
will accept their humble entreaties. 

Everywhere he is their protector; in the future he will 
give them support. 

The lord will give pure wine to those who are rejected. 

Recognizing who he is, the perfect one will show his 
mercy. 

Pitching his tent in the burning of the resurrection, he 
will set it up for sinners. 

The generous one will avert the fate prescribed for 
sinners. 

He will come at the time for help, and he will change 
the color of musk. 

As the mercy for the worlds, 17 he will be our refuge from 
difficulty. 

There the guide will take Abdul Latif by the hand. 
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The sight of the new moon of Muharram has made 
us concerned for the princes. The only one who 
knows is God, who does what he pleases. 


Muharram has returned, but the Imams have not 
come. Oh lord, let me see the princes of Medina. 


The princes went out from Medina, but they have not 
returned. Oh brother dyer, prepare black clothes. 
Iam consumed with love for the royal travelers 
who have departed. 


The harshness of martyrdom is all like the gentleness 
of the rains. Yazid has not the least understanding 
of this sign of love. The compact of being 
slaughtered was made with the Imams at the 
beginning of time. 


The harshness of martyrdom is all a sign of the 
beloved’s grace. Mystics understand the mystery 
of the business of Karbala. 


The moon has set, and the brave princes have 
advanced from Medina with drums, hawks, axes, 
spears, daggers, and pikes. The brave sons of Ali 
will fight a battle with steel. 
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They have pitched their tents on the plain of Karbala. 
They face Yazid and furiously engage in battle. 
They do not turn their heads away from the 
flashing swords. 


The perfect members of the house of the Prophet 
have come to Karbala. They wield swords of 
Egyptian steel and fill the unbelievers with fear. 
Such are the dear warriors to whom the lady 
Fatima gave birth. 


The perfect young heroes came to Karbala. The 
earth shook and trembled, and there was uproar 
in the heavens. This was not just a battle, but a 
manifestation of God’s love. 


He lets his beloved friends be slain, and lets those he 
loves be killed. He causes those who are especially 
dear to him to suffer. God the absolute’ has no 
care, but does what he wishes. In all this there is 
some profound mystery. 


Did anyone see yesterday’s battle of the warriors? The 
elephants had their limbs cut off, and torrents of 
blood flowed. They think the place where their 
life is in danger is the best. 
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The armor polishers have come and burnished the 
axes and swords. The heroes carry spears in their 
hands and keep their weapons on their shoulders. 
Bravely they stand ready to face death. 


In delight they strike blows, spur their horses, and 
take care of their companions. Unceasingly they 
wield the steel in battle. 


The brave engage with the brave, and their swords 
clash. They hurl bodies upon bodies as they issue 
challenges and strike. They fall and their bodies 


writhe as the battlefield resounds with the tumult. 


Here they challenge, and there they strike. Pipes 
and shawms are sounded on both sides. Horses 
and bridegrooms? engage with each other on the 
battlefield. 


Horses and bridegrooms have only a few days to live. 
Once they were in palaces, now they are on the 
field of battle. 


The dead bodies of the warriors come swaying in 
litters. Their wives throw handfuls of dust over 
themselves and shriek. They beat their breasts 
and lament as the battlefield resounds with the 


tumult. 
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“Oh my bridegroom,’ come dressed in embroidered 
clothes for your wedding. Go quickly to the place 
where the spears are clashing. There is no need 
to be afraid so long as the wedding rites have not 
been celebrated.” 


I will not say that he has run away, but I willbelieve it 
if I hear he is dead. If my bridegroom has wounds 
on his face, I will rejoice. But I will die of shame if 
he has them on his back. 


The women whose heads are held high now beat 
themselves and utter laments. “Friends,” they say, 
“these warriors have upheld the honor of their 
forebears.” 


“Bravo for your death, I weep for you. Do not come 
back, my bridegroom. Taunts cast a long shadow, 
but life lasts only a little while.” 


There was dew on the ground and a breeze blew in the 
air as night fell for the brave descendants of Aliin 
the battlefield. 


Oh Yazid, cease to fight with the descendants of Ali. 


You will not see the celebration‘ that will be held 
in honor of Lord Husain. 
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The Kufans did a terrible thing’ and sided with Yazid. 
The foul creatures attacked the hero on the 
battlefield. Their resolve was firm, and the lion 
attained martyrdom. 


The Kufans wrote a letter, in which they swore 
by God: “Weare your followers, you are our 
sovereign. Just come here, so that we may offer 
you the throne.” 


At Karbala, the Kufans do not let them drink water. 
Then the princes remember Lord Ali. They come 
out of their tents and look around, crying: “Come 
to our aid, oh Muhammad, Lord of Arabia.” 


At dawn a bird came swiftly from Karbala. It arrived 
at the tomb of the Prophet and loudly cried: “I 
have seen the flashing of steel. Come to their aid, 
oh Muhammad, Lord of Arabia.” 


Hasan’ was not with Husain, who had no helper or 
support. The princes’ native land was far away. Is 
that why you attack so hard, Yazid? 


Oh, if Hasan were in the army at the time of the battle, 
he would have been his close companion. He 
would have sacrificed himself like a moth for his 
brother. Who else is there to stop the attacks on 
Lord Husain? 
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ڪلي وير ڪٽڪ ہے سائو سپ نه هون 


ڪلي وير کَلّگ په پاگر جو Sb‏ 
Se F SILI‏ جو آسانگو آهي 
By ot‏ سو «Sle‏ جو ژگوئی رن 555 


شورھ مَرِین oS Saw‏ ته Jo‏ جا وهم وسار 
$5 پالا وف پاکرین Slo oT‏ م ڍا 


مان راضي 8 شول 5 جوء ٽي تو نانو 
هي سر شمانو گهوت مَٿان ئي گموریان 
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Not all those whoare present at the time of the battle 
are brave. Those who consider it disgraceful to 
turn back are the ones who fall on the field. 


The warriors who put on armor at the time of the 
battlestill have the desire to live. Those who fight 
unarmed deserve the name of hero. 


Oh hero, if you would die for glory, then forget the 
idle fancies of your heart. Strike with the spear, 
engage at close quarters, and hold your shield 
straight. Strike with sword upon sword, so that 
you may prevail. 


The brave Hur® advances quickly, saying: “Like 
a moth, I am a lover of the flame. May your 
grandfather the Prophet of God be happy with 
you. Oh bridegroom, let me sacrifice this revered 
head to you.” 


Hur received guidance from the beginning of eternity. 
He left the other side and entered the fray. As 
he came, he said to the Imam, “I sacrifice myself 
to you, in fulfillment of the words God puts no 
burden on any person beyond his capacity.”9 That 
bridegroom suffered wounds, and the brave hero 
became a martyr. 
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هزاري هول‎ BS پاونگ اپو پڙ م‎ 
سین» کامل سر کنگول‎ EIS  َرَكَوَج‎ 
خسن جو‎ jse وتو 25 زتول مولهیو‎ 


Pls‏ وت رَتياس» US‏ ته ذازفونء گل جتن 


چودهینء ماه cole Lis‏ پو م پا ڳڙياس 
ميڙي ۾ ISRS‏ جي. 5 v=‏ ماس 
تنهن شورھ کي شاباس. جو متي SAR‏ 


گکرا ڪَرټلا جاء ee‏ 
gf‏ تان 25 قُڑا ٠‏ گليءَ تی Lafl‏ 
موي معاف گیاسِ, BE‏ ت0 


گونر ڪلي جا ڪوڏِياء جانڪي تین ي 
مئان oil‏ آيري زگ پیالو ی 
گا گِجُمنِ جو يہ ويي جن وَرھ ٿيا 


ونکا وگن US O53 92599 LIS‏ 
مُهاین وَهُونء نیز مهانگو CALE‏ 
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The hero stood inthe field, wearing a helmet worth 
thousands. The perfect warrior wore a crest 
studded with jewels and gems. Lord Husain’s 
turban was steeped in blood and gore. 


His beard was dyed with blood, his teeth were as red as 
the pomegranate flower. His turban shone on the 
battlefield like the full moon. On the day when all 
are assembled before Muhammad, his mother will 
be pleased with him. Bravo for that hero, who was 
cut to pieces on the battlefield. 


His mother wiped away the dust of Karbala. Ali wiped 
away the blood that flowed from his wounds. The 
creator forgave all sins in exchange for his blood. 


So long as you live, oh prince who delights in battle, 
throw yourself on the points of the spears and 
drink the cup of steel. Make yourself food for the 
vultures who for years have sat waiting for it. 


Vultures graze on the battlefield like goats ona hill 
pasture. Brave warriors engage with each other, 
racing to issue their challenges. The widows of the 
slain will cause a rise in the price of ۵۰ 
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te, < ےھ‎ X p 
گوپا ڪلي ڪوڏياء رات کین رَهَنْ‎ 
اڳيان امامن‎ LS سائن سر فدا‎ 
b6 J اهو‎ 4S الله‎ Ls يُجَاهِدُُونَ فی‎ 
. 4 1۹ ھ . 7 > یي‎ ۶ 
شهیدن کي‎ Lew oi خوژون هار‎ 


255 سندین جوء WR SB‏ فرڌوسَ SS‏ 
GE‏ ٿيا ف abl‏ ې هُوءِ سین LS‏ هُوء 
G5‏ ڏيکارئين 693 انين جي اخسان سین 


S33 3 ژنو‎ S خسین‎ jee Gio 
Sale ۾‎ oil گهر ماژهین جهنگ مژوئین‎ 
Y5 هوت‎ gpI پان پچازیو ته‎ AS 

BS bet cod آلا شهزادن سوپون‎ 


GS‏ مر Ged‏ جو جن نه هنتزي جاز 
Oj JE‏ جَبَانَ کین مرهيندو تن کي 
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The heroic warriors who delight in battle do not hold 
back. The fighters sacrifice themselves for the 
sake of the Imams. The only task they perform is 
to fight in the way of God.11 The houris in heaven 
garland the martyrs with flowers. 


Heaven is the abode of those exalted heroes who 
proceed to paradise. Losing their separate 
identity, they have become one with God. Lord, 
grant me the favor of seeing their faces. 


Three groups wept for Hasan and Lord Husain: 
people in their homes, wild beasts in the jungle, 
and angels in the heavens. Birds beat their breasts 
in mourning for the dear one’s departure. Oh God 
our true lord, grant the princes glory. 


Those whose hearts contain no grief for Hasan and 


Lord Husain will never be forgiven by the creator, 
who is the omnipotent lord. 
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وای ٤٤‏ 
واویلا واویلا ڪيو مَلَڪَنِ رن ماتام 
eb‏ هيء شاه حُسیّن a‏ 


سی e‏ چ, ژنو تبیّن زارون زار 


ملگ فلگ 5 رقي «gs‏ آئی عرش obs‏ اوچنگار 
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Alas, alas! The angels madetheirlamentin the desert. 


Ah, ah! Lord Husain has departed. 

On the plain of Karbala they pitched their tents. 

He suffered his fate in accordance with God’s will. 

The lord has come to the plain of Karbala today. 

Fate has caused the clouds to be filled with concern. 

On seeing the harsh fate of Lord Husain, the prophets 
cried bitterly. 

The angels wept, and heaven and earth trembled. 

The sound of weeping fills the highest heaven. 
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NOTES TO THE TRANSLATION 


1 Kalyan 
Kalyanisthe name ofa musical modeassociated withthe lateevening 
or early morning, which is used to express devotional themes. This 
openingsurdeals with core Sufi themes. The exceptional inclusion 
here of several vais is intended as a demonstration of the way vars 
are used to punctuate sequences of abyat throughout the Risdlo. 
The three sections (däāstān) of this sur are defined with unusual 
clarity by their subject matter. An explanation of the oneness of 
God and his creation (1.1-17V) is followed by descriptions of his 
lovers’ readiness to suffer martyrdom (1.18-37V) and of the mixture 
of kindness and cruelty displayed by the divine beloved (1.38-53V). 
Ar. allahu wahdahu (Qur’an 49.12). 
Ar. lā sharika lahu (Qur’an 6.163). 
Ar. [alā inna 017/760 lahi)lakhaufa‘alaihim wa-lahum yahzaniin 
(Qur’an 10.62) “[Behold, verily on the friends of God] there is no 
fear, nor shall they grieve.” 
Ar. lā ilaha illa Mah “there is no god but God,” from the Islamic 
profession of faith. 
The verse refers to the common conception of the four ascending 
stages on the Sufi path, in which the Law (Ar. shari‘at)is followed by 
the mystical Way (Ar. tarīqat), leading in turn to the higher levels of 
Reality (Ar. hagiqat) and Gnosis (Ar. ma'rifat). Compare 3.51, 7.32. 
The recording angels Munkir and Nakir maintain a complete 
account of a person’s life, which is presented to them at the 
moment of death. 
Ar. jalla jalalahu, a phrase frequentlyadded toa mentionof God’s 
name. 
From which the whole of creation derives. 
S. mahesara“great lord” is apparently a referenceto the traditional 
association of the god Shiv with wine, but is here to be understood 
as the divine dispenser of spiritual wine, equivalent to the Pers. 
pir-e mugan “the Magian elder.” 
Ar. wa-ti‘iz2u man tasha’u wa-tudhillu man tasha’u (Qur’an 3.26), 
addressed to God. Compare 26.20V. 
Ar. fa’dhkurtini adhkurkun: (Qur’an 2.152). 
Ar. alastu bi-rabbikum (Qur’an 7.172), the question addressed by 
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God to the unborn souls on the day of creation. See 7.63. 


2 Yaman Kalyan 
Yaman Kalyan is a musical variant of Kalyan. This long sur is 
similarly devoted to a series of core Sufi themes and images. The 
divine beloved is first addressed as the supreme doctor who alone 
hasthe power to cure the lover’s sufferings (1-25). These sufferings 
are then described asa burning fire, and the beloved as a blacksmith 
in whose furnace the loveris plunged (26-41). A third set of verses 
then uses a familiar image of Persian poetry to speak of the lovers 
as drinkers of wine in the beloved’stavern (41-61). The core theme 
of the true practice of Sufism is then developed with particular 
reference to the teachings of the master Sufi Rumi (62-87). This 
leads to an evocation of the majesty of the divine beloved, the 
violence he inflicts on his lovers, and the patient fortitude they 
must practice (88-122). 
A reference to the practice of a poet sharing the refreshments 
served to him with the singer who has performed his poetry. 
Pers. bar khez ba-dih saqi, a half-verse from a ghazal by the 
martyred Sufi saint Shah Inayat of Jhok. For another quotation 
from this poet, see 7.5. 
The concluding phrase 2۱2-721: “except for God” inthe Ar. phrase 
lā ilaha illa’llah “there is no god but God,” which is recited with 
inhalation and exhalation of the breath in the Sufi meditative 
exercise called zikr. 
Ar. séftla kift “the Sufi is not a Kufan,” i.e., he is not bound by 
the teachings of the famous Kufan religious scholar Abu Hanifa 
(d. 767), the founder of the Hanafi school of Islamic law. 
The reference is to the silentz/kr, or internal repetition ofthe name 
of God, as opposed to the “spoken formula” of the next line. 
Thisis the fundamental mystical understanding of the relationship 
between God and the universe that inspires the Masnavi of the 
great Persian Sufi poet Rumi (d. 1273). 
The first letter of the Arabic alphabet and of the word allah, 
also of the Qur’anic phrase alastu bi-rabbikum “am I not your 
lord?”; compare 1.47. The practitioners of formal religion fail to 
understand the spiritual significance of scripture. 
Ar. lā magqsida fr'l-daraini [illa hi] (Sufi saying). 
One of the names of Satan. 
Formerly an angel, Satan was cursed by God when he refused to 
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acknowledge the superior status of Adam. Hisapparent rebellion 
is explained by Sufisasa manifestation of his refusal to accept any 
authority besides God. 

Meaning the primal covenant of the first day. 

The compressed expression is not entirely clear. 

When the letter /am (J) is directly followed by alif(\) it is written 
with the special digraph /am-alif(%). 

A demanding exercise of Sufi spiritual discipline. 

The letter alif (|), which also stands for the numeral 1. 

The divine beloved is compared to David, the mighty king of Israel. 
The biblical Cain (Ar. Qabil), who killed his brother Abel. 

The original alliteration is between S. sikanu “desire” and S. suri 
“the gallows.” 

Ar. mufti, literally one who delivers fatwas, here standing for the 
voice of conscience. 

Literally, those respond with the polite تر‎ × “yes,” rather than the 
rude baudu “yeah?” 


3 Asa 
Asa is a musical mode that is performed at dawn, and in most 
editions this sur is placed toward the end of the Risa/o. But its 
contents are similar in character tothose of the two opening surs, 
Kalyanand Yaman Kalyan. It is again devoted to the exposition of 
core Sufi teachings, beginning with the mystery of existence (1-8), 
before developing the theme of the need for eyes to see the beauty 
of the divine beloved (9-30). The later verses of the sur (31-56) 
emphasize the need for absolute sincerity and single-mindedness 
in the mystical quest, and the requirement to get rid of the self if 
one is to attain the necessary clarity of vision. 
Ar. inna ’llaha witrun puhibbu ’l-witra (Hadith), referring to the 
unity of God. The “odd number” is one. 
Creation, as opposed to God. 
Ar. al-insanu sirri wa-ana sirruhu (Hadith). Compare 27.9. 
Ar. fani fi Mahi. 
This recalls the story of people touching different parts of an 
elephant in a darkened room and trying to work out what it was, 
which is told in Rumi’s Masnavi (3: 1259-1266). 
There is wordplay between Ar. /?’l-hagiqat “in reality” and fil 
“elephant.” i 
Ar. lam yalid wa-lam yülad (Qur’an 112.3). Compare 15.61, 16.24. 
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The father of Ibrahim, who was a fanatical idol worshiper. 

Ar. ashhadu, from the Islamic profession of faith. 

The claim of possessing true identity can be properly made only 
by God. 

See 1.5 for the four stages of the Sufi path. 

Ar. alladhina 611161110 wa-kanu yattaqūna (Qur’an 12.57). 

Ar. wal:dahu lā sharika lahu (Qur’an 6.163); see 1.2. 

Ar. inna auliyāīi tahta qabai (Hadith). 

Ar. la ya rifuhum ghairi (Hadith). 


4 Khambhat 
Khanbatis the name both ofa musical mode and ofa city in Gujarat 
(compare 22.34), which was formerly known in English as Cambay. 
The sur falls into two parts. In the first part (4.1-18) the beauty 
of the distant beloved is said to outshine even the moon, which 
is asked to take the lover’s message to him. In the second part 
(4.19-40V) the lover asks his camel to take him to the beloved, 
while also bewailing its disobedience and bad habits of preferring 
coarse desert plants to the fragrant sandal. As elsewhere, the 
greedy camel here personifies the lower self (Ar. nafs) with its 
stubborn resistance to the spiritual life. 
Acommon desert shrub. 
A desert plant with poisonous milky juice. 
Camelsare harnessed to turn the circular presses used to crush oil 
seeds. 
A fragrant plant. 
A variety of sandal. 


5 Sirirag 
Sirirag (Skt. Sriraga-) is the name of a well-known Indian musical 
mode. This sur uses the imagery of the sea voyages undertaken by 
the traders of Sindh as a symbol for human life. Constant vigilance 
is enjoined as the only means of ensuring against the numerous 
dangers that beset the traveler, if he is safely to bring home the 
treasure he seeks. 
I.e., wearing diving masks. 
Aportin Gujarat, here symbolizing the destination of life’s journey. 
Portuguese pirates had an evil reputation inthe seas around Sindh. 
The port in Yemen that was a regular destination for traders from 
Sindh. 


628 


N نے‎ 


BWR بر‎ 


NOTES TO THE TRANSLATION 


This is a riddling verse variously explained by different editors. 
The devil. 

Like Suhini, who bravely entered the water without an earthen pot 
asa float. Compare 7 below. 

Ar. kullu nafsin dha’igatu ’l-mauti(Qur’an 3.185, 29.57). Compare 
14.64V, 28.56V. 

Ar. yauma yafirru ’l-mar’u min akhihi (Qur’an 80.34), describing 
the signs of the last day. ۲ 

The word refers to a well-known Hadith: Ar. al-dunyd@ jifatun 
talibuha kilabun “the worldis a piece of carrion thatis sought after 
by dogs.” 


6 Samundi 
Like the preceding sur, this one (S. samindi “sailor”) is based on 
the theme of traders sailing away on voyages for business. But 
here the mood is lyrical rather than didactic, and the emphasis is 
upon the suffering of the wives who have been parted from their 
beloved husbands. 
As in several of the following verses, the quotation marks indicate 
the words of the woman who has been left behind. 
The bird that brings messages from the beloved. 
It was the custom for the wives of the Hindu traders of Sindh to 
make offerings to the water deity for their husbands’ safe return. 
The making of a vow is marked by lighting lamps and by tying 
ribbons on trees. 
With her husband away on a winter voyage, the woman is left 
behind to face the hardships of the season on her own. 
Famous for its wealth, which attracted sailors from distant Sindh. 
The Hindu festival of lamps celebrated in the autumn, which 
marked the beginning of the trading season. 


7 Suhini 
This long sur is devoted to the sufferings of Suhini, the heroine of 
avery popular local romantic legend (Shackle, forthcoming). The 
Sindhi version, which is rather different from the Panjabi story 
citedin most modern descriptions, is set among the pastoral tribes 
who grazed their buffaloes in the pastures watered by the Indus. 
As in so many traditional romances, there is a tension between 
Suhini’s conventional duties as a woman whose marriage to her 
husband, Dam, has been arranged bytheir families and her passion 
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for Sahar, a prosperous herdsman from another tribe. This was 
first ignited when Sahar, also called Mehar, literally “buffalo 
herdsman,” unwittingly gave her a cup of milk infused by a saint 
with the magical power to inspire love. Unable to resist her passion, 
Suhini regularly crosses the Indus to see her beloved, using an 
earthen pot as a float, until a member of her husband’s family finds 
out and substitutes an unfired pot. Braving a winter storm, Suhini 
sets out that night as usual only to discover in midstream that her 
floatis useless. Surrounded by the cruel creatures of the deep, she 
drowns in the raging waters of the Indus, where she is lamented 
by her beloved. 

The verses of the sur dwell at length upon Suhini’s sufferings 
on this final journey from the moment when she bravely plunges 
into the river to her tragic end. As always in the Ris@/o, there is a 
wealth of vivid concrete detail in the descriptions of the great river, 
while the spiritual allegory is constantly present. Suhini’s courage 
is upheld as an example to all true seekers of the divine, as opposed 
to the insincere whorely on mechanical aids to cross the river. The 
divine beloved is symbolized by Sahar, who can only be reached on 
the far bank after much struggle, while the vast river that is itself 
comparable to a sea symbolizes the ocean of existence that every 
soul must traverse without falling prey to its dangers and delusions. 
Pers. sar dar gadam-e yar fida shud chi ba-ja shud, averse froma 
poem by the famous Sindhi Sufi martyr Shah Inayat of Jhok (d. 
1718). This is one of the very few Persian quotations in the Risalo, 
but compare 2.49. 

The full sense of Ar. wa amma man khafa maq ama rabbihi (Qur'an 
55.45) is “but for such as fear the time when they will stand before 
the Judgment Seat of their Lord.” 

Ar. talibu ’l-maula mudhakkaru (Sufi saying). 

Ar. lā taqnatimin rahmati Mahi (Qur’an 39.53). Compare 11.42V. 
S. tod? “beautiful” is an exact synonym for Suhini. 

That is to say, God, the universal beloved. 

See 1.5 for the four stages on the Sufi path. 

The reference is to the cup of enchanted milk that first made Suhini 
fall in love with Mehar. Compare 7.56. 

Acommon idiom, meaning “may no harm befall him.” 
Temporary alluvial islands (S. bef) are regularly formed in the 
middle of the river. 

See 7.44. 
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The phrase “Let it be, and itwas”comes fromtheend ofthe Arabic 
verse [badi‘u ’l-samawatiwa’l-ardiwaidhaqadaamran fa-innama 
yaqülu lahu] kun fa-yakünu (Qur’an 2.117), “[The creator of the 
heavens and earth, and when he decrees a thing he but says to it,] 
‘Let it be, and it is? The expression is frequently used by the Sufi 
poets to refer to the act of creation, so here it indicates how the 
lovers were intended for each other from pre-eternity, even before 
the moment of creation. Compare 15.2. 

The primal covenant, formed at the time of creation, between 
God and man is commonly evoked in the scriptural verse alastu 
bi-rabbikum qalu bala [shahidnā] (Qur’an 7.172) “Am I not your 
lord?’ They said, ‘Yes, [we so testify].”” Compare 1.47, 15.1. 

In this famous line, Shah Latif claims for his poems (S. baita) a 
status comparable to the verses of the Qur’an (S. ayatun). 

After death, the soul will be held to account for the record of its 
previous life that has been maintained by the angels Munkir and 
Nakir. See 1.6, 8.72. 

Thatis, the self-proclamation of identity withthe divine famously 
expressed in the Arabic phrase ana 1-2۵6 “I am God,” which was 
uttered by the great Sufi martyr Mansur. The oblique reference 
to this notorious expression, so frequently invoked by other Sufi 
poets like Bullhe Shah and Sacha] Sarmast, isa telling illustration of 
Shah Latif’s preference for the indirect expression of a profoundly 
Sufi understanding of the world. 

The phrase “milk drinker” (S. khira-piyaka) suggests the purity as 
well as the occupation of the buffalo herder Mehar. 

This long vai is one of the finest examples of the genre in the ۰ 
There is a tradition that it was Shah Latif’s final composition, and 
this is reflected in its placement at the end of the entire Risd/o in 
154211961: compare Baloch 2012. The unusual rhyme -Zba involves 
the use of numerous Arabicloanwords, which in turn generate some 
unusual images as the successive verses of the poem offer a loose 
series of instructions fora life informed by mystical understanding. 
The rebab stands for the joys of music and pleasure, as opposed to 
the austerities of the pious life. 

This is variously interpreted to indicate the mystery of humility, 
or the special character of man, formed from clay. 

The “thief” is the lower self (Ar. nafs), to whose destruction the 
Sufi life is dedicated. 

The parallel is drawn from the technical language of Arabic 
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linguistics. The final short vowels markingin flection (Ar. iad, here 
the rhyme word) are in some cases regularly subject to assimilation 
(Ar. id'gham), as when the rule forbidding a sequence of four or 
more short vowels in successive syllables results in the joining of 
consonants, so that, e.g., Ar. ja‘ala laka becomes ja‘allaka. 


8 SasuiAbiri 
This sur (S.sasuiabiri “Sasuithe weak”) is the first of five based on 
the very popular tragic romance of Sasui and Punhun. Compare 
Shackle 1985 for a complete translation of the later Panjabi 
narrative poem Sassi Punniz by Hasham Shah. 

As usual, however, Shah Latif alludes only in passing to earlier 
parts of the story. Sasui was originally a Brahman’s daughter, but 
when a prophecy warned her father that she would bring disgrace 
on the family she was abandoned and brought up bya washerman 
inthe city of Bhambhor. The fame of her beauty attracted Punhun, 
the prince ofa Baloch tribe, whose father, Ari Jam, was theruler of 
Kech in Balochistan. (Punhun is frequently referred to by his tribal 
name, Hêt, which is here spelled with a circumflex accent over 
the long vowel to distinguish it from the common English word 
“hot.”) Punhun came with his brothers دہ‎ trading expedition to 
Bhambhor, where Sasui fell in love with him. She passed him off 
as a member of her caste by slipping gold coins into the clothes he 
was unable to wash properly, and in this way secured her foster 
father’spermission fortheir marriage. But Punhun’s brothers were 
strongly against a mere washergirl marrying the son of their tribal 
chief. Using the wedding celebrations to get Punhun drunk, they 
abducted him from Sasui’s side while the couple slept. Putting him 
on a camel, they raced back to Kech. 

Thisturning point marks the story’stragicconclusion, whichis 
the main focus of Shah Latif’s treatment in this and the following 
surs. Sasui wakes up to find herself abandoned. Utterly distraught, 
she races out into the wilderness in search of Punhun. Her route 
from Bhambhor toward Kechin Balochistan leads across the barren 
territory of Las Bela, across the Pab and Harho hills, through the 
wooded area of the Vankar, and over the Hab and Vindar rivers. 
Her thoughts are entirely obsessed with her distant beloved, whose 
memory is evoked by a variety of epithets, including the tribal 
name Hot and his patronymic Ari. Just before her death from heat 
and exhaustion Sasui comes across a lone shepherd. When she 
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dies, still without having managed totrack down her beloved, the 
shepherd digs the grave in which Punhun willalso be buried when 
he eventually comes in search of her. 

The story is thus a counterpart to the tale of Suhini, with the 
death of the heroine taking place in the desert rather than the 
Indus, but similarly serving in the Ris@lo as a powerful image for 
the devoted pursuit of the divine beloved. 

A direct reminiscence of a verse from Rumi’s Masnavi: Pers. 
tishnagan garabjopanddar jahan, abham joypad ba-‘alam tishnagan. 
Sasui, who was born a Brahman. 

The verse explains the mystical secret of true love, in which the 
lover realizes their true identity only when their false sense of self 
has been destroyed by the sufferings inflicted by their love. 

A name of the devil, here with the sense of “do not be led by the 
lower self.” 

Arange of mountainsin Las Bela, lyingontheroute from Bhambhor 
to Kech. 

The people of Kech, i.e., those who had taken Punhun. 

A wooded area in Las Bela. 

S. kohiparu,i.e., ۰ 

A river in Las Bela flowing from the Pab range down tothe sea. 
Yogis wear ochre-colored clothes and have their ears split to 
accommodate their large earrings. 

Sasuiblames herself for not entertaining Punhun’s brothers inthe 
way that a proper wife should. 

I.e., Sasui, who belonged to the washerman caste (S. pariti) but 
was born a Brahman. 

The last line is addressed to God. Since he is omnipresent, why 
should the Sufis who reveal this be condemned? 

Ar. khalaqa adama ‘ala stiratihi (Hadith). 

As often, Bhambhor symbolizes this world. 

Ar. mû ra’aitu shai’an illa wa-ra’aitu “Haha (Sufi saying). 

Ar. wa-ftanfusikum afala tabşirina (Qur’an 12.51). 

Ar. wa-nahnu aqr abu ilaihi min habli’l-waridi (Qur’an 50.16). 

Ar. allahu bi-kulli shai’in muhitu (Qur’an 4.162). 

A river that flows from the Pab hills downto the sea. 

The angel of death, who appears to those about to die. 

The two angels who record a person’s every action throughout 
their life and present them with their account at the moment of 
death. Compare 1.6, 7.79. 
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Theseemingly contrary advice points tothe impossible painof the 
journey of love. Compare 8.76. 

The yogis (S. kha@hori) who live on whatever they can find in the 
wilderness. See 19. 


9 Ma‘zuri 
The second of the Sasui surs (S. ma euri “helpless, handicapped.”). 
See 8. 
Compare 8.8. 
An imagined pet name for the beloved’s dog. 
See 8.40. 
See 13. 


This verse and those following emphasize the detachment of the 
beloved from worldly existence and the need for those who love 
him to become similarly detached. 

Sasuithreatens the trees if they do not help her get to Punhun. 
A translation of the well-known Sufi tradition Ar. mtu qabl an 
001111111. Compare 9.29. 

Ar. mutu[qablan tamuti] “Die [before your death].” See 9.24. 
I.e., she has staked everything on immediate action. 

Adirect reminiscence of the opening verse of Rumi’s Masnavî; see 
24.2. 

In order to catcha glimpse of Punhun’s ی‎ in the distance. 
The Indian cuckoo, whose mournful cry is regularly associated in 
Indian poetry with the sound of a lover’s lament. 


10 Desi 
The third of the Sasuisurs. See 8. Desiis the name of a well-known | 
musical mode. 
Ar. al-safaru git‘atun minal-nari (Hadith). 
Ar. sirata 'Il-mustaqima (Quran 1.5). 
See7.62. 
Ar. man talaba shai’ an wa-jadda wajada. 
Ar. man lā shaikhun lahu fa-shaikhuhu ’l-shaitanu (Sufi saying). 
Ar. bila shaikhin yamshi fi ’l-tarigi [ka-man yamshi fi 'l-bahri bila 
safinatin] (Sufi saying). 
S. parisî, i.e., Balochi, the semi-Persian argot of the camel-herding 
tribes (S. jata). 
Daulat, literally “Prosperity,” the kind of name given to a slave girl. 
I.e., after Sasui’s death, when Punhun eventually found her. 
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Here Sasui expresses her extreme humility. 

I.e., the two menacing hills that lie on her path are easy to get 
through. 

Epithet of Punhun. 

I.e., those who have not learned to detach themselves. 

Here the reference is to the prophet Muhammad in his role as 
intercessor on the day of judgment. 

The tribe of camel drivers. Compare 10.17. 


11 Kohipari 
The fourth of the Sasuisurs. See 8. S. kohiyari“mountain dweller” 
indicates the particular focus of this sur (particularly 11.8-36) on 
the sufferings of Sasuias she journeys through the mountains. 
Verses 11.1-2, reproaching Sasui for sleeping while Punhun was 
taken away, are macaronics that include several Arabic words 
besides this longer phrase. ۱ 
Areferenceto Ar. a-lamnajali’l-ardamihdan, wa’l-jibala 7 
(Qur’an 78.6-7). “Have we not made the earth as a wide expanse, 
and the mountains as pegs?” 
The shepherd whom Sasui encountered at the end of her journey 
through the wilderness. 
Used as a fixative in dyeing cloth. 
Ar. lātaqnatūmin rahmati ’llāhi (Qur’an 39.53). See 7.11. 
Ar. inna ۱6160 yaghfiru ’l-dhaniba jami‘an (Qur’an 39.53). 


12 Husaini 
The fifth Sasui sur. See 8. Consisting of a large number of 
generally short verses, this sur is notable for the pathos with 
which it evokes the sufferings of Sasui as she goes in quest of 
Punhun. Itissettothe musical mode Husaini, whichis associated 
with laments for the martyrdom of Imam Husain at Karbala; see 
introductory note to 30. The mode is mentioned in the text at 
12.38 and 12.96. 
Compare 10.17. 
See 8.8. 
I.e., that she belonged to the lowly washerman caste. 
Name of a river in Las Bela. 
See introductory note above, and compare 12.96. 
Love is paradoxically felt most keenly when the lovers are apart. 
I.e., the sufferings that are actually the joys given by love. 
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Who sprinkles hot iron with water in order to cool it down as he 
beats it. 

Thisverse is supposed to be aresponse by Shah Latif to his father’s 
appeal in 12.75. 

The mountain passes reply to Sasui’s question. 

When Punhun died after finding Sasui’s corpse, the lovers were 
buried together. 

Fatima, the mother of Husain. Compare 12.38. 


13 Lila Chanesar 
The surrelates to the unusual legend of the Rajput ruler Chanesar, 
alsocalled Dasaro; his queen, Lila; and the princess Kaunru, who 
made planswith her mother to win Chanesar for herself. Knowing 
Lila’s fondness for jewelry, Kaunru showed her a fabulously 
valuable necklace, which she promised to give her in exchange 
for being allowed to spend one night with Chanesar. But when 
Chanesar discovered how he had been tricked, Lila lost both 
her husband’s love and her status as his queen. Most of the sur 
deals with Lila’s laments for her lost fortune or condemnations 
of her foolish betrayal of love for material gain. Through the tacit 
equation of Chanesar with God, the theme of the divine jealousy 
of rival objects of worship is also developed. 
Literally, “Chanesar is four-colored, the rest of the world is 
two-colored.” 
The reference is to a wedding ritual, in which it was believed to 
be unlucky if the groom’s feet were not placed straight upon the 
bride’s when he entered her parental home. 
Asymbol of her former life of luxury as Chanesar’s queen. 
Kaunruand her mother, who came to Chanesar’s palace in pursuit 
of the plan for her to seduce him. 


14 Mumal Rano 
The sur is based on incidents from the legend that describes the 
love between Mumal, a beautiful princess from the Gujar tribe, 
and Mendhiro, a Sodho Rajput usually referred to by his royal title, 
Rano. Mumal lived in the magical palace of Kak on the banks of the 
river Ludano, where she used to lure lovers to their death. When 
Rano succeeded in overcoming her enchantments, Mumal fell in 
love with him. To arouse his jealousy, she played a trick on him, but 
he believed she had been unfaithful and abandoned her. Mumal 
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then became distraught without him and begged himto return. 
The opening section of the sur (14.1-16) evokes the meeting 
between Rano and his friends on their way to Kak and a former 
suitor of Mumal whose suffering for the sake of her love has made 
him become a yogi. 

By his description of Mumal. 

Rano and his three companions. 

According to thestory, this actiondestroyedthe enchantmentthat 
had been placed over Kak. 

This refers to an incident in the story, when Mumal set out to 
arouse Rano’s jealousy by sleeping with her sister Sumal dressed 
as aman. 

When Rano found the sisters in bed together, he furiously left his 
staff behind to show Mumal that he had been there. 

To discover which one had been sleeping with Mumal. 

The shameless are imagined to have a whole set of artificial clay 
noses, so it does not matter to them if one is cut off. 

A royal title. 

Ar. kullu nafsin dha@iqatu’l-mauti(Qur’an 3.185, 29.57). Compare 
5.67V, 28.56V. 


15 Marui 
The sur is based around the story of Marui, who was born into the 
Maru tribe of nomads living in Malir, in the Dhat area of the Thar 
desert to the east of Sindh. Marui had been betrothed to a fellow 
tribesman, here referred to simply as “the Maru,” rather than by 
his given name, Khetsen. But reports of her beauty attracted the 
attention of Umar, a local Rajput chieftain, who one day abducted 
her and imprisoned herin his fortress of Umarkot. Most of the sur 
describes how Marui resisted his demands and the temptations of 
palace life, thinking only of her Maru and longing to return to the 
simple life of the desert. In allegorical terms, it thus dwells on the 
central tension in human life between the recollection of man’s 
original condition of being at one with the divine and the contrary 
lures of the lower self toward the luxuries of this world. The sur 
also allows for a nativist interpretation that exalts the authenticity 
of the values and landscape of Sindh. 
Ar. alastu bi-rabbikum, qali bala (Qur’an 7.172). See 7.63. 
Ar. kun fa-yakiinu (Qur’an 2.117). See 7.62. 
Ar. gaidu ’l-m@’i, i.e., the power of fate. The full form of the saying 
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is Ar. qaidu *l-ma’iashaddu minqaidi’l-hadidi“the prison of water 
is mightier than the prison of iron.” 

Ar. hand ka-jismiwa ’1-fu adu ladaikum, a popular phrase. 

Ar. jaffa °l-qalamu bi-ma huwa ka’inun (Hadith). 

I.e., Marui and her beloved. 

Ar. bakati ’l-‘aināni fi hawāka damman, from a poem. The many 
Arabic quotations in this section suggest a parallel between the 
Marus (here actually called S. ¿'vābiyuni) and the noble Bedouin 
of Arabia. 

Ar. kullu shai’in yarjïu ila aslihi, a common phrase. 

The natural dye used by the nomads to color their clothes. 

For the Eid festival. 

Ar. quilan yusibana illa mā kataba “llahu(Qur’an 9.51). 
Asimpledishmadefromdesert plants, as opposed to the richness 
of pulao, made from meat and rice. 

See 15.1. 

See 3.32. 

Ar. laisa ka-mithlihi shai’ un (Qur’an 41.11). 

When the well is monopolized by men and their animals. 

Marui here refers to her abduction by Umar. 

Compare 22.5. 

According to popular belief, the oyster does not drink water 
from the ocean or river where it lives. It waits instead for clouds 
to appear in the sky, when it opens to drink the raindrops that it 
lives on. 

Pearls are thought to be produced by the hunger and thirst the 
oyster suffers in the sea. 

The spinning place (S. atau) is where the young women gather to 
spin and enjoy each other’s company. 

The speaker here is the poet himself. 


16 Kamod 

Kamod is a musical mode associated with feelings of joy. The 
sur celebrates the love shown by the Samo ruler Tamachi to the 
fishergirl Nuri, whose home was by the Kinjhar lake. The various 
castes of fishermen, named in the sur as Gandiri, Mangar, Me, 
and Muhano, were traditionally ranked as the lowest of the lowin 
Sindhi society, but Tamachi’s favor promotes Nuri above his royal 
queens. The parallel is with the divine favor that may be enjoyed 
by all sinners, no matter how full of faults they may be. 
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Literally, “made the Me girl a full human being” (S. mārihü kayo 
me). 

Meaning that the ladies of the court have nosocial interaction with 
the humble circles in which Nuri moves. 

Ar. lam yalid wa-lam yitlad (Qur’an 112.3). 


17 Ghatu 
This very shortsuydeals with the fate of a family of expert fishermen 
(S. ghati). It is loosely related to a local legend that describes how 
the six brothers of the fisherman Morirowere killed by a monstrous 
crocodile that lived in the whirlpool of Kalachi (near the site of 
modern Karachi), and how Moriro then contrived the monster’s 
destruction. The story naturally lends itself to interpretation as an 
allegory of the struggle against the power of the lower self; several 
verses of the sur are also devoted to the lyrical theme of lament for 
the death of the fishermen in the whirlpool. 
This and the following verses are to be understood as laments by 
one of the dead fishermen’s wives. 
The verse pictures the collapse of the local fish market, including 
the fishmongers and the tax collectors, following the loss of the 
fishermen. 
In order to carry on dealing with the fishmongers in the market. 


18 Ramakali 
This lengthy sur praises the various groups of Hindu yogis who 
wandered from one place to another in Sindh or beyond as ideal 
practitioners of the spiritual life. They are praised for their 
unwavering focus on the divine and for their resolute refusal of 
all worldlycomforts. See further the illuminating study of thissur 
in Schimmel 1976: 219-235. 
The pairing is to be understood as analogous to the familiar Sufi 
division between devotees of divine beauty (Ar. jalālī) and those 
of divine majesty (Ar. jamaii). 
This final phrase is repeated throughout 18.1-16. 
The small animal horn (S. si7#z), which is the characteristic 
instrument of the yogis. Compare 18.118V. 
This seems to be the meaning of this highly condensed half-line. 
The homeland of the yogis is regularly said to lie east, i.e., in the 
Gangeticvalley where so many of the sacred sites of Hinduism are 
located. 
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Astringed instrument played witha bow, somewhat similar to the 
sarangi. ۱ 

S. lahiiti from Ar. a@hut “divinity” isa common epithet ofthe yogis 
in this sur. It is sometimes understood as “Lahuti,” meaning either 
a member of a particular sect of yogis or coming from Lahut, the 
name of a small place in Sindh on the yogis’ pilgrimage route. 

A remote site in Balochistan, sacred to the goddess (S. nānī), and 
animportantcenter of pilgrimage for the yogis. 

Acity in Gujarat, closely associated with Krishna. But Shiv is the 
godtowhommostyogisare particularly devoted; compare 18.65. 
Ali, the nephew of the Prophet, is regarded as a spiritual authority 
by many Sufis. The multiple religious references in this verse are 
remarkable for their blurring of conventional boundaries. 

This opening formula is developed as a cycle of twelve days 
throughout 18.17-28. 

Here used asthe common Hindu name for God, although yogis 
are characteristically associated with Shiv. 

The “split-ear” order of yogis whose initiation involves splitting 
the cartilage of the ear in order to insert the large wooden rings by 
which they are distinguished. 

Another remote destination that the yogis make pilgrimage to. 
I.e., it pierces me like a thorn when I see that it is empty. 

This phrase introduces another set of verses, 18.35-39. 

Compare 18.4. 

Compare 18.14. 

I.e., “putting their head on their knees, they have a vision of the 
divine presence.” Mount Sinai is where God revealed himself to 
Moses. In popular iconography, Shah Latif is oftendepictedinthe 
yogic posture of sitting with his head supported by his knees. 
The niche in the wall of a mosque marking the direction of Mecca 
toward which worshipers offer prayer. ۰ 

The divine beloved is everywhere, no matter which direction one 
faces. 

As elsewhere, Shah Latif’s description of the yogis’ freedom from 
narrow religious constraints moves naturally from a Hindu to an 
Islamic frame of reference. 

Compare 18.33. 

I.e., the ritual ablution (S. vuz%) performed before the Muslim 
prayers. 

Instead of the Arabic call to prayer (S. bagi) they hear the 
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pre-Islamic sound of the sacred Hindu syllable (Skt. 072). 

The master revered by most orders of yogis. 

The opening phrase (S. aju na otāqani men) is repeated in verses 
18.84-87, which form a set. 

The final phrase (S. /ahuti ladi viya) is repeated in 18.85-86. 
From the bonfires that yogis light wherever they stay. 

To the place of the beloved. 

The hill in District Hyderabad in southern Sindh that marks the 
starting point of the pilgrimage to Hinglaj. 

I.e., become willing to die before their death, as enjoined in the 
Sufi phrase Ar. mitt qablan tamutu “die before you die.” See 9.24, 
9.29. 

I.e., the darkness of this world. 

The exact opposite of 18.113. For another example of paired 
negative and positive verses, compare 18.114-115. 

Literally, “what has passed and what passes,” i.e., material 
possessions. 

Ali’s rejection of worldly goods is captured in the saying Ar. 
al-faqaru fakhri“poverty is my pride.” 

Here the sense seems to be that merely holding a horn is not 
necessarily a sign of the true yogi. 

Cotton quilts (S. ruliyūn) are associated with the poor. 

This fine vêr in praise of the yogi’s horn contrasts it with the 
inferior qualities of the various instruments mentioned in other 
surs of the Risalo. 

Apparently referring to the double shawm (S. murili), a wind 
instrument constructed with a gourd. 

Compare 7.38, 7.41. 

See 27. 

Hind denotes the Gangetic region, as opposed to Sindh and the 
Indus valley. 


19 Khahori 

Khahori (S. kha@hori “forager”) refers to the yogis who roamed 
the wilderness gathering the vegetation that was their sole diet. 
Gathered with great difficulty, these wild plants inturn symbolize 
spiritual knowledge that is to be gleaned only with a comparable 
effort. Like the preceding sux, Ramakali, this sur describes the 
yogis as supreme practitioners of the spiritual life. 

The mantras that the yogis utter. 
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Literally, “became Lahutis” (S. /ahuti thi), meaning those who 
have become part of the divine world (Ar. /ahut). Compare 18.10. 
A burning bonfire is the sign of a yogi’s camping place. 


20 Purab 
The sur falls into two distinct parts. The opening verses (20.1-14) 
are based on the familiar theme of Indian poetry in which the crow 
is imagined as the messenger between the lover and the distant 
beloved. The final verses (20.15-20V) revert to the theme of the 
traveling yogisthat occupies much of the two preceding surs. The 
name of this sur (S. pūrabu “the east”) relates to the Gangetic 
region that is the home of the yogis (compare 20.19). 
A reference to the skill of crows in bringing messages. 
A place in Balochistan, to the west of Sindh. 


21 Karayal 
The rare Sindhi word ké@rayalu (from S. karo “black”) is the name 
of a wonderful bird. The sur is largely devoted to praise of the 
wild geese (S. kanja), sometimes translated as “swans,” which in 
Indian poetry are taken to symbolize the holy saints who have 
come to understand the value of the spiritual truths that are in turn 
symbolized by the jewels the geese find at the bottom of the lake. 
They are contrasted with the cranes that stand for those who are 
still immersed in worldliness, and with the hunters who represent 
those hostile to the values of the saints. 
Compare1.1. 
The attraction of the lotus for the bee is a traditional poetic image 
for the power of love. 
I.e., death, or the lower self. 
The deadly power of the snakes who are the enemies of the wild 
geese is the subject of the final verses of this sur (21:14-19). 
The reference is a legend in which the snakes that infested the 
jungle surrounding Junagarh were destroyed by yogis with their 
magical powers. 


22 Sarang 
Sarang (S. sārangu)is both the name of a musical mode associated 
with the rainy season and a word meaning “the rains,” thus 
implying the romantic associations attributed to the season in 
Indian poeticculture. In this sur the monsoon rains are conceived 
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of as a manifestation of divine power both in Sindh, where the 
appearance of the normally dry countryside is transformed bythe 
rains, and across the rest of the world. 

The rain bird (S. taro, like the Hindi c@tak) is a kind of cuckoo 
particularly associated with the rains. Compare 15.73. 

Brides wear red at their wedding, and the color of the lightning is 
often described as red. 

The universality of the divine blessing of the rains is underlined 
by this reference to the holy tomb of the Prophet in Medina. 

In the Rajasthan desert to the east of Sindh. 

The land immediately to the east of Sindh. 

Meaning the lines of lightning in the sky; compare 22.6. 

Kirar is the name of a depression near Shah Latif’s place of 
residence at Bhit. It fills with water in the rainy season. 

The numerous local place names in 22.20-22 evoke the spread of 
the rains, like the much broader spread of names in 22.38. 

The association of the rainy season with love is underlined by the 
close verbal similarity in Sindhi between mi بر بر :ہر‎ “rain” and ninhun 

“love.” 

The graceful gait of the elephant is proverbial. 

The redness of the beloved’s lips is compared to the color of the 

lightning; compare 22.18. 

Here it is the yellowness of saffron that stands for the lightning 

that the beloved causes to flash. 

The first month of the rainy season in the Indian calendar, 

corresponding to July-August. 

A place in Sindh. 


` In Gujarat to the east of Sindh. 


The verse evokes the spread of the rains sentby Godto most parts 
of the Islamic world and beyond, later focusing on nearer places, 
like Girnar in Gujarat, Jaisalmer and Bikaner in Rajasthan, and 
Bhuj in Kachchh, before coming to the Dhat desert and the 
city of Umarkot in Sindh itself. The final invocation of God’s 
blessings on Sindh is one of the most often quoted verses of the 
Risalo. 

Meaning that the hoarders would make a 300 percent profit. 


23 Rip 


As indicated by the title (S. ripa “trouble, grief”), the predominant 
tone of the sur is one of lamentation. 
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The first of a series of striking images presented in the following 


verses. 
Meaning, women living on their own without their husbands. 


24 Barvo Sindhi 
A Sindhivariant of the Indian musical mode Barva, the surcontains 
humble expressions of devotion to the beloved. 
The image of the flute lamenting its original severance from the 
reed bed recalls the famous opening verse of Rumi’s Masnavi: 
Pers. bishnav az nai chun shikayat mikunad, az judaiha hikayat 
mikunad“Listen to the lament of the reed flute, as it tells the story 
of separations.” 
Ar. wa-tawasi bi'l-haqqi wa-tawasi bi’l-şabri (Qur’an 103.2), 
literally, “And join together in the mutual teaching of truth, and 
of patience and constancy.” 
The bitter apple (S. tou) looks attractive but tastes bad. 
Literally, “In the name of God,” the Arabic phrase uttered to 
welcome any auspicious act. 
Needed to measure out the grave that is to be dug. 
I.e., were marked as his personal property. 


25 Kapaiti 

As indicated by the title (S. kapaiti “spinner”), the sur deals with 
the popular theme of girls engaged in spinning, which is also 
commonly used as an image for proper conduct of human life by 
other Sufi poets, like Bullhe Shah (compare Shackle 2015: xx-xxi, 
3-7, 293-319). The passing of human generations is symbolized 
by the continual generational turnover of young women. Those 
whoaretoolazy orarrogant to spin properly are criticized for their 
pride and idleness, while those who perform well are promised 
their reward when the thread they have spun is finally assessed at 
its true price by the divine dealer in cotton. 


26 Piribhati 
The familiar Indian mode Prabhati(S. piribhati, Hindiprabhati) is 
sung before dawn (S. piribhati). Through the image of a sleeping 
musician, it is here linked to the Sufitheme of the continual need 
for awareness and for avoidance of heedless slumber. 
As oftenin Sufi poetry, “tomorrow” (S. sub#az) indicates the time 
of judgment that follows death. 
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A ruler of Las Bela, to the southwest of Sindh proper, who was 
legendary for his lavish patronage of musicians. As throughout 
the following verses, the name of Sapar is invoked as a symbol of 
the infinite generosity of God. 

Epithet of Sapar. 

Sapar’s undiscriminating munificence stands for theall-embracing 
quality of divine mercy. 

The gift toa musician ofa fine Arab horse is one of the most famous 
instances of Sapar’s generosity. 

Another epithet of Sapar. 

The name of a musical mode performed in the early morning (S. 
vihagu; compare Hindi bihagra). 

Ar. wa-tuzzu man tasha’uwa-tudhillu man tasha’u (Qur’an 3.26), 
addressed to God. Compare 1.42. 


27 Sorath 

The title is the name both of a musical mode and of the woman 
Sorath (S. sorathi), who was the wife of Rai Diyach, the ruler of 
Junagarh in Gujarat. Anirai, the ruler of a neighboring kingdom, 
also wished to marry her. When his attack on Junagarh failed, 
Anirai offered a rich reward to anyone who would bring him the 
head of Rai Diyach. The challenge wastaken up by the musician 
Bijal, who came to Rai Diyach and successfully demanded the 
latter’s head as a reward for his performance. 

Sorath is not the heroine of this sux which instead focuses on 
the demand for supreme self-sacrifice on the part of Rai Diyach. 
Whereas the superficially similar story of the generous ruler 
Sapar is used in the preceding suv, Piribhati, to symbolize divine 
beneficence, Rai Diyach here represents the Sufi seeker who is 
required to give up everything, even his life, in his mystical quest. 
The surwas the subject ofa pioneering scholarly study inGerman 
(Trumpp 1863), mainly focused on its linguistic features. 

Ar. khalilu را11‎ “the friend of God,” title given to the prophet 
Ibrahim. 

Ar. narun hamiya(tun) “a fire blazing fiercely” (Qur’an 101.8). 
Ar. jannatu ‘aduin “gardens of perpetual bliss” (Qur’an 13.23). 
Ar. anā ahmadu bila mi minis a Hadith frequently quoted by the 
Sufis, which proclaims the close relationship between God and 
the Prophet. In the Arabic script, the word Ahad (احد)‎ “the One,” 
i.e., God, is distinguished from the name Ahmad ر(احمد)‎ i.e., the 
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prophet Muhammad, only bytheletter im inits verysmall medial 
form (-m-). 

Ar. al-insanu sirri 130-0116 sirruhu, another favorite Sufi Hadith. 
Compare 3.4. 

The royal fort of Junagarh. 

I.e., the idea that the king must sacrifice his life to Bijal. 
Thesenseseemsto be that people are ready to sacrifice themselves 
in pursuit of their selfish desires, in contrast to the supremely 
selfless sacrifice Diyach is ready to offer. 

Because of her son’s noble generosity. 

Asa Rajput princess, Sorath would have committed suicide on her 
husband’s funeral pyre after his death. 


28 Dahar 
Dahar is a Sindhi musical mode. The contents of the sur revolve 
around the themes of the transience of worldly existence and of 
yearning for the divine beloved. It consists of a series of quite 
loosely linked sections. 
The verses in this first section (28.1-6) are developed around the 
Sindhi word dkoru, the dried-up course of a former branch of the 
Indus, once the site of bustling trade but now reclaimed by the 
desert where only thorn trees grow, following one of the many 
shifts in the historic route of the river. The Jasodhos were the 
former lords of this territory. 
A common plant growing wild in the Indus valley. 
The name of a former branch of the Indus. 
This nextsection (28.7-11) is based around the fate of the big fish 
(S. machu) that has left it too late to avoid its fate at the hands of 
the fishermen. 
The prophet Muhammad. This section of the sur (28.12-33) 
contains appeals for assistance from the divine beloved. 
As often, the prince loved by Sasui stands for the divine beloved. 
This section (28.21-33) moves from entreaties to the beloved to 
the familiar Sufi theme of the need for continual vigilance. 
I.e., the world. 
A new section (28.34-46) begins here, developing the themes of 
longing for the beloved and the transience of the world through 
a traditional Indian poetic image. The crane (S. kūzja) comes to 
Sindh as a winter migrant. Its plaintive cry is thought to be an 
expression of pain caused by its separation from the flock. 
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The “wealthy herdsmen” (S. sanghara) are invoked as protectors 
in this short section (28.47-50). 

The day on which offerings are traditionally presented at Sufi 
shrines. 

Theverses inthis final section(28.51-55) relate to Lakho Phulani, a 
legendary bandit from the heroicage of Sindh, who is remembered 
for his fearless attacks on the ruling Jarejo Samos. Here he 
represents the irresistible challenge of death. 

The name of a wealthy tribe. 

Ar. kullu nafsin dha’igatu’l-mauti(Qur’an 3.185, 29.57). Compare 
5.67V, 14.64۷۰ 


29 Bilaval 

Bilaval is a well-known Indian musical mode. The bulk of the sur 
(29.1-24, 35V) consists of verses apparently in praise of Jakhiro, 
a Rajput ruler of medieval Sindh famous for his bravery and 
generosity, but to be understood as forming an extended panegyric 
to the prophet Muhammad. In keeping with the conventions of 
Indian praise poetry, Jakhiro is addressed by a variety of names 
and titles, e.g., the epithet Rahu (the “upholder of the realm”); his 
alternative name, Abro; his title, Jadam; and his tribal affliation as 
“the Samo.” 

A sharply contrasting tone characterizes the final section 
(29.25-34) in description of Shah Latif’s disgraceful but devoted 
disciple Vagand. These remarkable verses demonstrate a sharp 
satirical humor otherwise absent in the ۰, 

Inritual preparation for eating. 

Suchrewards for virtue are of lessimportance than the union with 
the divine that is the ultimate goal. 

An image for the superior status of Muhammad as compared with 
the other prophets. 

The verse refers to a famous episode in the heroic legends of 
medieval Sindh, when the invasion by the Muslim emperor of 
Delhi, Sultan Alauddin (d. 1316), was resisted by Jakhiro, who 
took under his protection the women of his fellow Rajputs, the 
Sumiros. 

Another reference to the special status of Muhammad among the 
prophets. 

A sign of the lavish generosity of the ideal Rajput ruler. 

The special status of the prophet Muhammad is again underlined. 
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See the introductory note to 27 for Anirai, the ruler who was the 
rival of Diyach. 

A legendary Arab chieftain who is proverbial for his generosity 
throughout Islamic literature. 

Ar. fa-kana qaba kausaini au adna (Qur’an 53.9), said of the 
Prophet’s uniquely close approach to the divine presence. 
Compare 29.8. 

As throughout this sequence of verses, the contrast between 
Vagand’s hopeless condition when he relies on his own efforts 
and the bounty he receives from his pir is used to illustrate 
the helplessness of humanity without the divine beneficence 
manifested through the Prophet. 

A place near Shah Latif’s residence at Bhit. 

Ar. ralimatuhu lil-Glimina, an epithet of the Prophet. 


30 Kedaro 

Kedaro (S. kedaro, connected with Skt. keda@ra- “field”) isthe name 
of a musical mode associated with martial themes. In the general 
context of the Risalo, the subject matter of this sur is unusual in 
being based upon a key episode in early Islamic history, the battle 
fought in 680 at Karbala in Iraq between Husain, the grandson 
of the Prophet, and the army of the caliph Yazid. The powerful 
mythic associations of the martyrdom of Husain at Karbala have 
given rise to a very large body of devotionalliterature in South Asia, 
starting with the hugely popular Rauzat ul Shuhada composed in 
Persian around 1500 by Husain Va‘iz Kashifi. While the Husain 
cult is particularly associated with Shia Islam (Hyder 2006), the 
figure of the martyred imam has always had a far wider appeal. 
It therefore is not too surprising that this overtly Shia material 
should be included in the Sufi context of the Risa/o (Schimmel 
1979). The exception character of the sur hasnevertheless caused 
some editors to have reservations about its authenticity. It is 
accordingly omitted without explanation from Kazi 1961 and is 
placed immediately before the set of apocryphal surs included at 
the end of Baloch 2012. 

The story of Karbala is here treated in the customarily allusive 
style of the Risalo. It begins with verses describing how Husain and 
his followers set out from Medina at the beginning of Muharram, 
the first month of the Hijri year (30.1-10), and then goes on to 
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an account of the battle itself (30.11-17). References to the “five 
holy ones” (Pers. panjtan-e pak) of the Prophet’s family, i.e., the 
Prophet himself; his daughter, Fatima, and son-in-law, Ali; and 
their sons, the Imams Hasanand Husain, appear in the following 
verses (30.18-35). These develop subsidiary themes, including 
some familiar episodes that are separately explained in the notes 
below, before the final celebration of Husain’s heroic martyrdom 
(30.36-44V). 

Ar. allahu ’l-samad (Qur’an 112.2). 

The word “bridegrooms” (S. gota) evokes the image of martyrdom 
as the consummation of a marriage in death. 

Here the reference is to Hasan’s son Qasim, who was married to 
his cousin, Husain’s daughter Fatima Kubra, just before the battle 
of Karbala. 

The annual Ashura festival of Muharram 10, which celebrates the 
martyrdom of Imam Husain. 

The treachery of the inhabitants of Kufa, who first promised 
Husain their support, then betrayed him on the battlefield, is 
described hereand in the two following verses. 

The appeal conveyed by the bird to the tomb of the Prophet in 
Medina is one of the traditional legends associated with the story 
of Karbala. ۲ 

Husain’s elder brother Hasan had died shortly beforethe battle of 
Karbala. ۰ 

The arrival of Hur, a senior officer in Yazid’s army, to join Husain’s 
forces is a much celebrated incident inthe story of Karbala. 

Ar. lā pukallifu alu nafsan illa was‘aha (Qur’an 2.286). 

Because it will be in such demand to dye the dark clothes of 
mourning. 

Ar. fi sabili Mahi (Qur’an 5.57). 
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Las Bela 

HASAN Elder brother of Husain 

HINGLAJ (Hinglaj) Pilgrimage site 
in Balochistan 

HOT Punhun’s tribal name 

HUR Aheroof the battle of Karbala 
who left the army of Yazid to join 
Husain 

HUSAIN Grandson of the prophet 
Muhammad whowaskilled at 
the battle of Karbala 

JAKHIRO Chivalrous Samo ruler 

JUNAGARH (Jhiinagarh) Capital of 
a kingdom in Gujarat 

KACHCHH Region situated 
between Sindh and Gujarat 

KAUNRU (Kaunrt) Lila’s rival for 
the love of Chanesar 

KECH Punhun’s home country 

LAKHO (Lakho) Famous bandit 

LAS BELA (Las Bela) Coastal area 
bordering southwest Sindh 

LILA (Lila) Chanesar’s queen, 
supplanted by Kaunru 

MALIR (Malir) Homeland of the 
Marus 

MANSUR (Mansir) The great Sufi 
saint Mansir al-Hallaj, who was 
martyred in Baghdad 

MARU (Maria) Marui’s tribe; also 
used as the tribal name of her 
beloved, Khetsen 

MARUI (Marul) Heroine of sur 
Marui who was abducted and 
imprisoned by Umar 

MEHAR (Mehar) Lit. “buffalo 


AHMAD Alternative name of the 
prophet Muhammad 

ALI (‘Ali) Son-in-law of the prophet 
Muhammad, and father of Hasan 
and Husain 

ANIRAI (Anirai) Rival of Diyach 

ARI JAM (Ari jam) Punhun’s father, 
also used as a title of Punhun 

ARICHO (Aricho) Fellowtribesman 
of Punhun 

ARIYANI (Ariyani) Descendant of 
Ari 

BHAMBHOR City in southern 
Sindh where Sasuilived 

BIJAL (Bijal) Minstrel who claimed 
the life of Diyach 

CHANESAR Rajput ruler married 
to Lila 

DAM (Dam) Suhini’s husband 

DASARO (Dasaro) Name of 
Chanesar 

DHAT (Dhat) The homeland of the 
Marus in the Thar desert to the 
east of Sindh 

DIYACH (Diyach) Ruler of 
Junagarh, married to Sorath 

FATIMA (Fatima) Daughter of the 
prophet Muhammad and mother 
of Hasan and Husain 

GANJO (Ganjo) Hill in southern 
Sindh marking the start of the 
pilgrimage to Hinglaj 

HAB (Hab) River that flows from 
the Pab hills down to the sea 

HAMIR (Hamir) Title of Umar 

HARHO (Harho) Mountain range in 
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tribe to which Umar belonged 

TAMACHI (Tamachi) Samo ruler 
who married Nuri 

TODI (Todi) Alternative name of 
Suhini : 

UMAR (‘Umar) Rajput chieftain 
of Umarkot who abducted and 
imprisoned Marui 

VAGAND (Vagand) Disciple of Shah 
Latif 

VANKAR (Vankar) A wooded area 
in Las Bela 

VINDAR River in Las Bela flowing 
from the Pab range down to the 
sea 

YAZID (Yazid) Leader of the army 
that defeated Husain at Karbala 


herder,” name given to Suhini’s 
beloved Sahar 

MENDHIRO (Mendhiro) Proper 
name of Rano 

MUMAL زلد ہ۷۸۳‎ Enchantress of 
Kak who loved Rano 

MUNKIR NAKIR (Munkir Nakir) 
The two recording angels 

MUSTAFA (Mustafa) Title of the 
prophet Muhammad 

NURI (Nari) Fishergirl of the 
Kinjhar lake, married to Tamachi 

PAB (Pab)Range of hills in 
southwest Sindh 

PUNHUN (Punhin) Baloch prince 
who was loved by Sasui 

RANO (R4no) Royal title of 
Mendhiro, Mumal’s beloved 

RUMI (Rimi) Great Persian Sufi 
poet 

SAHAR (Sahar) Suhini’s beloved 

SAMO Ruling Rajput tribe to 
which both Tamachi and Jakhiro 
belonged 

SAPAR (Sapar) Ruler of legendary 
generosity 

SASUI (Sasui) Heroine of the five 
sursSasuiAbiri, Ma‘ziri, Desi, 
Kohiyari, and Husaini, who loved 
Punhun and who died following 
him from Bhambhor into the 
desert 

SAVAN (Savan) The month of the 
rainy season corresponding to 
July-August 

SORATH (Sorath) Queen married 
to Diyach and loved by Anirai 

SUHINI (Suhin1) Heroine who 
loved Mehar 

SUMIRO (Simiro) Ruling Rajput 
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shaikhun lahu, 634n5; man talaba 
shai’an, 634n4; mtü qabl an 
10111811, 634n8, 641n32; qaidu ?l- 
ma’i, 637n3; sift lakufr, 626n4; 
tālibu ’I-maula nudhakkaru, 
630n3. See also Qur’an; Risālo: 
Arabic loanwords in; Risālo: 
Arabic quotations in 

Arabs, 648n8 

Ari, 263, 273, 299; son of, 269, 
275, 317; tribe or tribesmen of, 
229, 299 

Arichos, 263, 283, 285 

Ari Jam, 227, 255, 263, 273, 275, 
277, 283, 287, 315; appeals to, 
287; court of, 215; love of, 241; 
messenger from, 265; search for, 
301; being without, 237, 257 

Ariyani, 271 

Asasur, xviii 

Ashura, 649n4 

Avadhi, 776 

Azar, 77 

Azazil, 49, 51, 197 

Azrael, 219, 247 


Baghdad, x 

Baloches, 197, 289, 219, 297, 303, 
305; prince of (see Punhun); 
Sasui among the, 197, 289, 291 

Balochi, 257, 634n7 

Balochistan, xxii, 640n8, 642n2 

Barvo Sindhi su, xxiv 

Bedouin, 365, 638n7 

Bhambhor, xx, 211, 265, 277, 299, 


Abel, 627n17 

Abro, 595, 597, 601 

Abu Hanifa, 626n4 

Adam, 529, 627n10 

Aden, xviii, 115, 125 

Afghanistan, x 

Alauddin, Sultan, 595, 647n4 

Ali, 255, 429, 465, 529,615, 619, 
640n10, 641n36; descendants or 
sons of, 607, 613 

Allah, 3, 626n7. See also God 

Anirai, 565, 597, 648n7 

Arabia, 545, 615, 7 

Arabic, viii, xiii, xxviii, xxxv, 626n7, 
631n22, 645n4; call to prayer, 
640n25; Sufi poetry in, x; word 
risala in, vii; non-Qur’anic 
Arabic phrases: al-dunya jifatun, 
629n10; al-faqaru fakhri, 
641n36; al-insanu sirrî, 627n3, 
64675: al-safaru git‘atun, 634n1; 
ana alimadu bila mimin, 645n4; 
ana’l-haqq, 631n16; ashhadu, 
628n9; bakati’l-‘ainani,637n7; 
bila shaikhin yamshi, 634n6; 
hana ka-jismi, 637754 inna 
auliy@i,628n14; inna 76 
witrun, 627n); jafa’l-qalamu, 
638n5; jalla jalaluhu, 625n7; 
khalaqa adama, 633n14; khalilu 
Nah, 645n1; kullu shai’in parji‘u, 
638n8; la ilaha illa Hah, 625n4, 
626n3; lā magqsiida, 626n8; lā 
yarifuhum ghairi, 628n15; ma 
ra’aite shai’an, 633n16; man ia 
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Diyach, Rai, xxiv, 469, 557, 563, 
567, 571, 573, 646n8, 648n7 
Dwarka, 429 


Eden, 557 
Egypt, 609 
Eid, 137,373, 461, 638n10 


Fatima, 609, 636n12 
Fatima Kubra, 649n3 
Franks, 115 


Ganga, 457 

Gangetic valley, 63975, 3 

Ganj, the, ix, xxxi 

Ganjo, Mount, 463, 475, 477 

Garang, 509 

Ghatusun xxii 

Ghulam Shah Kalhoro, ix 

Girnar, 517, 561, 571, 643n16 

God, 49, 77, 111, 179, 211, 469, 
515, 573, 597, 617, 626n10, 
627n2, 628n10; absolute, 609; 
all that is, 17,377, 445; almighty, 
47,173,377, 421; appeals to, 
105, 111, 113, 127, 137, 139, 
225, 285, 421, 481, 517, 591, 
621; beloved, 630n6; covenant 
with, 103, 171, 173, 631n13; 
destiny, fate, or will of, 187, 
377, 623; distance or separation 
from, 53, 461; effacement in, 69; 
everywhere, 453, 631n13; grace 
of, 139; greatness of, 67; love by, 
xxv, 609; love for or devotion to, 
vii, 107, 147, 433, 531; lovers of, 
57; mercy or forgiveness of, 49, 
127, 151, 291, 507; names of, 
49, 91, 291, 579, 625n7, 626n5, 


303, 633n5, 633n15; avoid, 199, 
221, 239, 253, 297; Baloches 
have come to, 305; delightful, 
273, 297; evil or ugly, 271, 301; 
fire set to, 321 

Bhit (Bhitshah), vii, ix, xvi, xxxi, 
507, 643n7,648n12 

Bhuj, 517, 643n16 

Bijal, xxiv, 559, 561, 563, 565, 
646n7 

Bikaner, 517, 643n16 

Bilaval sur xxiv 

Bombay, xii, xxixn9 

Brahmans, 197, 231, 233, 297, 303 

Bullhe Shah, xi, xxvi-xxvii, xxxi, 
631n16 

Bulri, viii 


Cain, 53,627n17 

Calcutta, 09 

Chanesar, xxi, 325, 327, 329, 331, 
333, 335, 337, 636n1, 636nn3-4 

China, 517 

Choto, 549 


Dahar sur, xxiv 

Dam, xx, 149, 157, 159, 169, 183, 
189 

Daraza, xxvi 

Dasaro, 333, 335, 337 ` 

Daulat, 259, 634n8 

David, 53, 627n16 

Deccan, 517 

Delhi, 517, 647n4 

Desi sur, xxi 

Dhat, 347, 351, 355, 367, 391,515, 
517, 6 

Dhol Marui sur, 1 

Diwali, 145 
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251, 265, 267, 269, 275, 285, 
299; abducted orgone, 229, 
253, 257; appealsto, 213, 215, 
225, 253, 269, 273, 283, 321; 
husband, 227; nearby or within, 
211, 307; not in Harho, 201; 
sought, 201, 203, 221, 231, 235, 
255, 279, 285, 295, 307, 309; 
suffering or tears for, 219, 259, 
305; vows made to, 207. See also 
Punhun 

Hur, 241, 617, 649n8 

Husain, xxv, 321, 613, 615, 619, 
621, 623, 636n12, 649nn3-5, 
649nn7-8 

Husaini suv, xxi, 305, 321, 636n12 

Hyderabad, vii, ix, 641n31 


Ibrahim, 628n8,645n1 

Imams, 607, 617, 621. See also Ali; 
Husain 

Inat, Shah. See Shah Inat Rizvi of 
Nasarpur 

Inayat of Jhok, Shah, 625n2, 630n1 

Indus River, xix-xx, xxiv, 143, 173, 
181, 183, 419, 646n1, 646n3; 
valley, 641n43, 646n2; wild or 
turbulent, 125, 163, 167 

Iran, x 

Iraq, xxv 

Islam, vii-viii, xiii, xxvii-xxviii, 445, 
455, 640n22, 641n25, 643n16, 
648n8; legal schools of, 626n4; 
profession of faith of, 625n4, 
628n9; Shia, xxv; Sufismand, x, 
xi, 626n4; Sunni, xxv 

Israel, 627n16 

Istanbul, 517 

Jadam Jakhiro, xxiv, 595, 597, 599, 


640n12, 644n4, 64504: no God 
but, 5, 625n4, 626n3; no refuge 


but, 447; one or odd number, 67, 


473, 557, 627n1, 645n4; power 
of, 111; remembrance of, 107, 
113; search for, xviii, xxvii, 47, 
49, 475; sight of, 211; slaves of, 
467; Sufi saying “I am...,” xxvi, 
631n16; trust in, 107, 117, 127, 
149, 501, 557; unity of or with, 


3,621, 627n1; unseen, 433, 435, 
449; ways to, 125; worship of, 53; 


wrath of, 129 

Gorakhnath, 455 

Gujarat, xviii, xxiv, 62802, 64029, 
643n16 

Gujars, 341, 345 


Hab River, 219 

Hadakut, 509 

Hadith, x, 627n1, 627n3, 68nn14- 
15, 629n10, 633n14, 63451, 
63805, 645n4, 646n5 

Hajj, 69 ` 

Hamir, 361, 363, 367, 377 

Hanafi school, 626n4 

Harho, 199, 201, 209, 221, 235, 
237, 271, 295, 299,311 

Hasan, 615, 621, 649n3, 649n7 

Hind, 469, 641n43 

Hindi, xiv, 645n7 

Hindus, xii, xviii, xxii, 77, 629n3, 
639n5, 640n12, 640n22, 
641025: festivals, 145, 629n7; 
yogis, xxii-xxiii 

Hinglaj, xxii, 429, 457, 465, 491, 
641n31 

111۲۶۶01 

H6tPunhun, 217, 235, 245, 249, 
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199, 209, 235, 263; roads or way 
to, 263, 307, 317 

Kechis, 199, 203, 209, 225, 273, 
275, 279 

Kedaro sur, xxv 

Khahoris, 471, 473, 475, 477, 479, 
481, 634n24 

Khahori sur, xxiii 

Khairpur, xxvi 

Khambhat, 515 

Khambhat sur, xviii 

Kinjhar lake, xxii, 409, 411, 413, 
415 

Kirar, 507, 509, 643n7 

Kohiyari sur, xxi 

Kotri, 603 ° 

Krishna, 640n9 

Kufans, 615, 626n4, 649n5 


Lahut, 07 

Lahutis, 640n7, 642n2 

Lakhi, 591 

Lakho Phulani, xxiv, 589,591, 
647n12 

Lanka, xviii, 143 

Las Bela, xx, xxiv, 303, 551, 633n5, 
633n7, 633n9, 635n4, 645n2 

Latif, Shah Abdul, 636n9, 
640n19, 640n22; biographical 
details, vii-ix, xxii; disciples 
of, ix, xxix; early biographies 
of, xi; final composition of, 
63 1n18; influences on, xi, xxvii; 
interpretations of, xii-xiii; poetic 
signature of, xiv-xv; residence 
at Bhit, 643n7, 648n12 (see also 
Bhit); as Suf, viii, xxiii, xxv, 
xxvii, 63 1n 16. See also 86 

Lila, xxi, xxxn20, 235, 329, 331, 


601, 647n4 
Jaisalmer, xxiii, 505, 517, 6 
Jakhiro. See Jadam Jakhiro 
Jarejos, 589, 647n12 
Jasodhos, 575, 646n1 
Jats, 273 
Jhok, 513, 625n2, 630n1 
Junagarh, xxiv, 497, 559, 563, 
642n5, 646n6 


Kaaba, 445 

Kabul, 437, 453, 517, 545 

Kachchh, 507, 589, 597, 643n16 

Kak, xxi, 339, 347, 349, 353, 
355, 357, 361, 637n1, 637n4; 
consumed, 351; landing places 
of, 341, 343; yogis come to, 341, 
345 

Kalachi, 419, 421 

Kalat, 483 

Kalyan sun, xvii, xxxvn2 

Kamod sur, xxii 

Kanbho, 267 

Kandahar, 517 

Kapaiti sur, xxiv 

Kapat yogis, 437 

Karachi, xxii, xxxii 

Karayal sur, xxiii 

Karbala, xxv, 607, 609, 615, 619, 
623, 649n3, 649nn6-8 

Karim, Shah Abdul, viii, xiii, xxvii, 
xxixn2 

Karo, 267 

Kaunru, xxi, 325, 329, 636n4 

Kech, 197, 265, 287, 291, 295, 301, 
309, 319, 633nn5-6; caravan 
from, 259; deaths near, 259; dogs 
of, 231; lord of, 271; people of, 
301 (see also Kechis); reached, 
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637n1, 637nn5-6 

Moses, 640n19 

Mughals, xi, xxixn7 

Muhammad, vii-viii, x, xvii, xxiv, 
3, 605, 619, 635n14, 646n4, 
646755, 648n13; Lord of Arabia, 
615; the Prophet, 123, 503, 
609, 615, 617, 648n9, 648n11, 
648n13; special status of, 647n3, 
647n5, 647n7; tomb of, 503, 
615, 643n3, 649n6 

Muharram, 607, 649n4 

Mumal, xxi, xxxn20, 339, 341, 343, 
357, 361, 637n1, 637nn5-7 

Mumal Ranosuy, xxi, 637n1 

Munkir, 221, 625n6, 631n15 

Muslims, x-xi, xix, xxiv, 77,79, 
640n24, 647n4 

Mustafa, 539 


Nakir, 221, 625n6, 5 

Nasarpur, viii 

Nuri, xxii, 0020, 409, 411, 413, 
415, 417, 639n2; as Mangar or 
Gadiri girl, 407; as Me girl, 407, 
411, 415, 1 


Pab Mountains, 223, 267, 281, 291, 
313, 471, 509, 633n9, 633n20 

Padham lake, 509 

Pakistan, vii, xii, xxxii-xxxiii 

Panjab, xxixn9, xxxn21 

Panjabi, xi, xv, xxvi, xxi 

Patihal, 575 

Persian, viii, x-xii, xxixn9, xxxiv, 
630n1, 634n7;ghazals, x, xvii; 
poetic tropes in, xvii; Sufi poetry 
in, x, xvi, xxvi, xxixn6, 626n6; 
quotations from Persian poems 


333,337 
Lila Chanesar sur, xai 
Ludano, 341, 351, 361 


Makani, 509 

Malir, xxii, 365, 373, 377, 379, 381, 
383, 385, 395, 399, 401, 403 

Manban, 303 

Mansur al-Hallaj, x, xxvi-xxvii, 
185, 6 

Maru(s), xxii, 397, 638n7; appeals 
to the, 381; desert or land of, 
367, 373, 377,379, 389, 391, 
393, 401 (see also Malir); girls 
or women, 371, 389; happiness 
of, 385, 391, 393; martyred, 
373; Marui belongs to the, 363, 
373, 385, 387, 403, 405; Marui 
forgotten by, 391; in Marui’s 
heart, 403; thoughts of, 375 

Marui, xxii, xxxn20, 373, 377, 
379, 383, 385, 387, 395, 401, 
403, 405, 638n17. Seealso under 
Maru(s); under Umar 

Marui sur, xxii 

Masnavi, xi, xxvii-xxviii, 626n6, 
62725, 633n1, 634n10, 644n1 

Ma‘zuri sur, xxi 

Me caste, 407, 411, 415, 1 

Mecca, 445, 640n20 

Medina, 577, 607, 643n3, 649n6 

Mehar, 630n8; beloved or in heart, 
149, 157, 161, 163, 169,171, 
173; buffaloes of, 631n17; face 

` of, 151, 167, 189; as savior, 167, 

177, 185; seekers of, 153, 165. 
See also Sahar 

Mendhiro Rano, xxi, 345, 347, 349, 
351, 353, 355, 357, 359, 361, 
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Qasim, 649n3 
Quran, x-xi, xxvii-xxviii, xxxiv- 
XXXV, 47, 445, 625nn1-3, 
625nn10-12, 626n7, 627n7, 
628nn12-13, 629n8, 629n9, 
630n2, 630n4, 631n12, 
631nn13-14, 633nn17-19, 
634n2, 635n2, 635nn5-6, 
637n10, 637nn1-2, 638n11, 
638n15, 639n3, 644n2, 645n8, 
645nn2-3, 647n14, 648n9, 
649n1, 649n9, 649n11; Arabic 
phrases from Qur’anic verses: 
a-lam najali l-arda (78.6), 
635n2; alastu bi-rabbikum 
(7.172), 625n12, 626n7, 631n13, 
637n1; alladhina amanu (12.57), 
628n12; allahu bi-kulli 4 
muhitu (4.162), 633n19; allahu 
I-şamad (112.2), 649n1; allahu 
wahdahu (49.12), 625n1; fa 
*dhkuriini(2.152), 625n1; 
fa-kana qaba kausaini (5.39), 
64879: sabili “lah (5.57), 
649n11; 117/4 yaghfiru 
(39.53), 635n6; jannatu ‘adnin 
(13.23), 645n3; kullu nafsin 
aha’iqatu *l-mauti (3.185, 29.57), 
629n8, 637n10, 647n14; kun fa- 
yakinu (2.117), 631112, 637n2; 
1a khaufa ‘alaihim (10.62), 
625n3; 12 sharika lahu (6.163), 
625n2; la taqnatit (39.53), 630n4, 
635n5; la pukallifu lahu (2.286), 
649n9; laisa ka-mithlihi (41.11), 
638n15; lam yalid wa-lam yilad 
(112.3), 626n7, 627n7, 631n13, 
639n3; narun hamiyatun (101.8), 
645n2; qul lan pusibana (9.51), 


by Shah Inayat of Jhok: bar 
khez ba-dih saqî, 626n2; sar dar 
qadam-eyar,630n1 

Phulani. See Lakho 

Piribhati sur, xxiv 

Porbandar, 113 

Punhun, xx~xxi, 185, 203, 249, 
255, 259, 269, 277, 299, 634n9; 
abducted or gone, xx, 197, 225, 
251, 253, 257, 263, 269, 285, 
303, 633n6, 635n1; animals of, 
231; appeals to, 225, 253, 275; 
Ari, 321, 323; arrival, return, 
or coming of, 241, 267, 287, 
305; arrows of, 283, 285, 307; 
Baloch, xx, 199, 203, 207, 213, 
269, 273, 275, 283, 295, 297, 
301, 303, 307, 309, 311, 313, 
317; death or burial of, 317, 
636n11; distress caused by, 281; 
drinking with, 195; husband, 
263, 269, 303; in Kech, 209, 
319; Jam, 303 (see also Ari Jam); 
Kechi, 221, 241, 245, 255, 283; 
kin of, 229, 263; longing or love 
for, 197, 225, 243, 271, 313, 
319, 323, 646n6; none equal to, 
241; not in Harho, 221; nothing 
besides, 213; prince, xx, 231, 
265, 579; promise of, 207; Sasui 
becomes, 209, 211; sight of, 227, 
319, 634n11; sought, 201, 211, 
217, 221, 223, 237, 251, 259, 
279, 313; unity with, 239, 255; 
washerman, 265. See also Hût 
Punhun 

Purab sur, xxiii 


Qabil, 627n17. See also Cain 
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Persian quotations in, xxxiv, 
630n1; Persian tropes in, xvii; 
popularity of, vii, xi, xii; rhyme 
in, xiv-xv, 108 xxxiv, 631n18; 
shifting narrative voices in, xix; 
title of, vii; translations of, xxiii; 
yogis in, xxii 

Ronjho, 553 

Rum, 517 

Rumi, Jalal ud Din, x, xvii-xviii, 
xxvii, 47, 49, 626n6, 627n5, 
633n1, 634n10, 644n1. See also 
Masnavi 


Sachal Sarmast, xxvi-xxvii, 631n16 
Sahar, xix-xx, 161, 163, 165, 173; 
beauty of, 147, 171; beloved, 
xx, 155, 183; calls from, 177, 
179; desireor love for, 157, 167; 
savior, 153, 155, 167, 175, 183, 
185; separation from, 151, 159, 
189; Suhini’s appealsto, 153, 
155. See also Mehar 
Samarkand, 517 
Samos, xix, 589, 597; ladies or 
women, 409, 411, 413; prince or 
ruler of, 407, 409, 411, 415, 593, 
595, 599, 647n12 
Samundi sun, xviii 
Sapar Khan, xxiv, 549, 551, 553, 
555, 645nn2-6 
Sarangsur, xxiii 
Sasui, xx-xxi, xxxn20, 195, 243, 
293, 299, 303, 635n10; as 
allegory, xxi; Brahman, 197, 231, 
233, 297, 303, 630n2; brothers- 
in-law of, 207, 251, 253, 255, 
263, 301, 633n11; conventions 
abandoned by, 237; corpse of, 


6380 11; 5۳64۸ 6 
(1.5), 634n2; wa-amma man 
khafa (55.45), 630n2; wa-fî 
anfusikum (12.51), 633n17; wa- 
nahnu aqrabu (50.16), 633n18; 
100-01102511 (103.2), 644n2; 
wa-tufzeu man tasha’u (3.26), 
625n10, 645n8; wahdahu lā 
sharika lahu (6.163), 628n13; 
yauma pafirru (80.34), 9 


Rahu, 595 

Rajasthan, xxxn21, 643n4, 643n16 

Rajputs, xix, xxi, xxiv, 361, 646n10, 
647n4, 647n6 

Ram, 433, 449, 451, 463 

Ramakali sur, xxii 

Ranas, 361 

Rano. See Mendhiro Rano 

Rebari, 589 

Ripsur, xxiv 

Risalo: alliteration in, xiv-xv, یننم‎ 
Arabic loanwords in, 631n18, 
635n1; Arabic quotations in, xiv- 
XV, XXVii, Civ, XXV, 638nn3-4, 
63857, 638058, 641036, 6444 
(see also Hadith; Qur’an; Sufis: 
sayings of ); “divine verses” 
of, xxviii, 177, 631n14; form 
of, xiii-xv, xxv; geographic 
coverage of, xviii, xxv, 06217 
inauthentic surs of, xxv, xxxn21, 
Xai; Indian poetic tropes in, 
xix, xxiii; manner of xxv-xxviii, 
xxiii; manuscripts or editions 
of, xxxi-xxxiii; meters of, xiv; 
musical performances or modes 
of, ix, xiii, xvi-xvii; numbering 
and subdivisions of, xxxii-20oxiil; 
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647n4; northern, xxvi; Persian 
literature in, xi-xii; 7۳۶۰م‎ of, vii- 
viii, xi; Rajput period in, xix, 
xxiv; rulers or administration of, 
xii, xix, xxixn9; sailors or traders 
from, xviii, 628n4, 629n3, 
629n6; southern, viii, ix, xxii, 
641n31; Sufis or Sufi poetry 

in, xxvi, xxixn8, 630n1 (seealso 
Sindhi: Sufi poetry in) 

Sindhi, vii-viii, 643n9, 646n1; 
Hindu scholars of, xii, xxxii; 
Sufi. poetry in, viii, xiii, xxvi; . 
transliteration of, xxixn15, xxxi, 
XXXIV-XXXV 


Siraiki, xxvi, xxxn24 


Sirirag sun xviii 

Sodho(s), 343, 345, 349, 351, 353, 
355, 357, 359 

Sorath, xxxn20, 559, 561, 569, 
571, 646n10 

Sorath sur xxiv 

Sufis, 45, 47; history of, x-xi; life 
or path of, 625n5, 631n21; 
meditation or zikr of, 626n3, 
626n5; musicians, xi; poetry or 
literature of, vii-xiii, xv, xxiv, 
xxixn6, 644101 (see also under 
Persian; Sindhi); poets, vii, xi, 
xxiii, xxvi, 631n12; Qadiri, xi, 
xxvi; saints, vii, 625n 2; sayings 
of, 626n8, 630n3, 633n16, 
634nn7-8, 634nn5-6, 641n32, 
645n4;shrines of, xi, 647n11; 
Suhravardis, xi; teachings or 
worldview of, vii, xvii, xxvi, 
627n10, 639n1, 640n10, 646n7; 
Uvaisi, viii 

Suhini, xix-xxi, xxxn20, 153, 155, 


317, 634n9, 636n11; death 
before dying of, 239; fame of, 
283; in Bhambhor, 199; journey 
of, 199, 201, 209, 215, 217, 219, 
221, 227, 237, 241, 247, 257, 
267, 269, 271, 277, 297, 635n3; 
love of, 223, 225, 241, 243, 287, 
297, 646n6; mountain man and, 
303, 321; searches, 201, 203, 
223, 227, 229, 285, 295; slave 
girl, 199, 215, 283; sleep of, 
207, 219, 273, 277, 279, 635n1; 
suffers, 201, 209, 217, 219, 225, 
237, 243, 259, 265, 267, 271, 
287, 293, 313; surs devoted 
to, xxi; threats by, 237, 634n6; 
washergirl, 209, 233, 263, 265, 
633n12; weeps or laments, 207, 
245, 257; as yogi, 207 

Sasui Abiri su» xxi 

Satan, 257,626nn9-10 

Sayyids, vii 

Shah Abdul Karim. See Karim, Shah 
Abdul 

Shah Abdul Latif. See Latif, Shah 
Abdul 

Shah Inat Rizvi of Nasarpur, viii 

Shah Inayat of Jhok. See Inayat of 
Jhok, Shah 

Shiv, 13, 429, 451, 453, 625n9, 
640n9 

Sinai, Mount, 443, 640n19 

Sindh, 233, 469, 640n7, 641n43, 
646۳89: cities of, xx, xxixn7; 
eastern, xxii; God’s blessing on, 
517, 643n16; Hindus in or from, 
xii, xviii, xxii, 629n3; in Risalo, 
ix; landscape of, xxiii; legends 
of, xvii, xix, xxxn20, 647n12, 
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159, 169, 171; as allegory, xx, 
xxi; constancy of, xxi, 161, 175; 
draught drunk by, 165, 630n8; 
enters river, 149, 161, 167, 169, 
171, 173, 629n7; pot of, xix-xx, 
147, 149, 151, 173, 175, 181, 
183; Saharis sameas, 153; Todi, 
159, 630n5 

Suhini sur, xix-xxi 

Sumal, 637n5 

Sumiros, xix, 411, 595, 647n4. See 
also Umar: Sumiro 


Tamachi, Prince, xxii, 407, 409, 
411, 413, 415, 417 

Thar, 367 

Thatta, xxixn7 


Umar, xxii; appeals to, 363, 367, 
369, 371, 373, 381, 383, 389, 
391; Marui consoled by, 385; 
Marui imprisoned or chained by, 
401, 403, 405, 638n17; Sumiro, 
363, 369, 373, 375, 377, 381, 
383,395,403, 5 

Umarkot, xxii, 371, 379, 517, 
643n16 

Urdu, xii, xxvi, xxixn9 

Uvaisi Sufis, viii 


Vagand, xxiv, 601, 603, 648n11 

Vankar, 199, 201, 203, 293 

Variyasu, 509 

Vedanta, xii 

Vindar, 205, 209, 215, 227,271, 
273,275 


Yaman Kalyan sur, xvii 
Yazid, 607, 609, 613, 615, 649n8 
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